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CHAPTEE    I. 

CARE    KILLS    A    CAT. 

Befoee  the  boys  dispersed  for  their 
Christmas  holidays  the  head-master  of 
the  school  at  Pedlington  again  talked 
with  his  colleague  on  the  painful  subject 
of  the  distance  which  had  been  allowed 
to  separate  them.  Being  thrown  so  much 
together,  as  they  had  been  now  every  day 
during  terms  for  two  years  and  a  half, 
and  closely  allied  in  the  common  interest 
which   existed  between  them  and  their 

VOL.  III.  B 
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pnpils,  being  also  on  terms  of  old  in- 
timacy and  proved  friendsliip,  it  seemed 
always  increasingly  strange  to  Dr.  Phelps 
that  Mr.  Lane  should  show  such  a  per- 
sistent resolution  to  Kve  alone,  and  to 
retire  to  his  solitude  whenever  acknow- 
ledged duty  did  not  summon  him  from 
it.  Phelps,  although  a  childless  widower 
bordering  on  middle-age,  who  in  more 
than  one  sense  of  the  expression  might 
seem  ''to  have  done  with  the  world,"  and 
so  much  occupied  with  a  literary  under- 
taking, in  addition  to  his  scholastic  cares, 
as  to  have  little  time  for  general  society 
(though  general  society  in  Pedhngton 
was  willing  enough  to  incorporate  the 
Doctor  into  its  community),  was  yet  of 
that  social  and  genial  temperament  that 
he  would  have  liked  to  sit  with  his  old 
friend  over  their  private  studies  and 
pursuits,  and  to  have  shared  the  hours 
of  recreation  with   Mr.  Lane  instead   of 
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sitting  and  working  alone,  as  he  now  too 
often  for  a  widower  did,  in  the  long  winter 
nights  after  the  boys  had  gone  to  bed, 
and  instead  of  depending  for  daily  inter- 
course on  his  relations  with  the  boys,  and 
with  his  third  master,  who  was  only 
a  gentlemanly  Senior  boy.  Still  these 
scholastic  relations  were  so  pleasant  and 
intimate — and  especially  in  summer  Mr. 
Phelps  partook  so  frequently  of  the 
games  and  sports  which  rivalled  intel- 
lectual attainments  in  the  youthful  aspi- 
rations— that  he  felt  himseK  to  be  less 
lonely  and  less  in  danger  of  giving  way 
to  melancholy  than  he  had  reason  to 
believe  was  the  case  with  his  friend. 

Was  rehgion,  or  were  the  differences 
arising  out  of  rehgious  convictions,  the 
cause  of  the  partial  estrangement  be- 
tween them?  Dr.  Phelps  feared  that  it 
was  so.  Each  year,  as  he  grew  older,  and 
found  himself  less  and  less  in  accord  with 
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religious  people  of  any  school  or  sect,  lie 
took  refuge  in  a  callous  indifference  to 
any  prevailing  set  of  opinions,  outwardly, 
and  more  tlian  outwardly  in  some  philo- 
sophical and  subjective  sense,  conforming 
to  the  creed  of  the  universal  Church,  as 
a  body  of  doctrine  generally  beneficial  to 
society,  if  people  would  only  observe  the 
law  of  charity,  and  not  attempt  to  en- 
force any  limited  interpretation  of  this 
code  upon  their  neighbours. 

With  those  who  did  so  Phelps  had 
little  patience.  And  although  moderate 
persons  esteemed  him  a  fit  and  proper 
guardian  of  youth  in  a  school  where  all 
shades  of  rehgious  opinion  were  repre- 
sented, yet  the  more  zealous  pietists  of 
Pedhngton,  whether  High- Church,  Low- 
Church,  or  of  any  Non-conforming  sect, 
considered  him  a  dangerous  guide  to  the 
young  in  a  perverse  and  stiff-necked 
generation,  and  prayed  over  him  (some- 
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what  despondently,  it  must  be  owned)  in 
their  secret  council- chambers.  He  was, 
they  said,  upright  and  highly  intellectual : 
his  character  was  truly  amiable.  But 
these  quahties  of  Dr.  Phelps  only  made  it 
(probably  meaning  "his  case")  all  the 
more  sad,  and  liivi  all  the  more  dan- 
gerous. BQls  good  works  would  recom- 
mend his  unbehef,  so  they  said.  The 
new  rector  of  the  mother  parish  had  been 
urged  to  express  an  opinion  reprobating 
the  Doctor's  equivocal  orthodoxy.  But 
privately  that  divine  would  have  been 
far  more  distressed  at  the  presence  of  a 
Calvinist  in  that  influential  position,  and 
wisely  threw  oil  upon  the  agitated  waters. 
He  professed  to  beheve  that  the  school- 
master's theology  was  only  defective  in 
positive  or  dogmatic  vigom*,  and  declared, 
as  he  verily  beheved,  that  Phelps's  sym- 
pathies were  all  in  the  right  direction. 
Whatever   the   real   cause,    if,    indeed, 
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any  one  operated  alone  as  the  source  of 
Mr.  Lane's  tenacious  exclusiveness,  Mr. 
Phelps  was  still  unable  to  overcome  it. 
His  friend  even  dechned  now  to  entertain 
him  for  a  fortnight  at  the  Abbey,  as  he 
had  done  during  several  previous  vaca- 
tions, pleading  a  particular  wish  to  go 
into  strict  retirement  for  a  while  in  a 
clergy-house  at  the  east  end  of  London, 
after  what  he  was  pleased  to  call  the 
^^dissipations  of  the  haK  year,"  and  the 
necessity  of  preparing  immediately  after- 
ward for  his  own  impending  move.  This 
was  none  the  less  sad  to  Mr.  Phelps  from 
the  intimacy  which  he  had  seen  rapidly 
growing  up  between  his  friend  and  their 
new  rector,  and  an  evident  inclination  on 
the  part  of  Mr.  Lane  to  take  the  eccle- 
siastic into  his  closer  confidence. 

So  the  Doctor  wended  his  sohtary  way 
to  town,  where  he  had  to  meet  Mr. 
Lane's  contemplated  successor.     He  also 
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had  work  to  do  among  Ms  authorities  at 
the  British  Museum,  and  intended  to 
make  a  flying  visit  to  a  German  univer- 
sity to  procure  assistance  from  one  of  its 
professors.  On  the  evening  of  his  thii'd 
day  in  London,  Phelps,  returning  by  vray 
of  Chancery  Lane  fi'om  Bloomsbiuy  to 
the  Inner  Temple,  vhere  he  was  quar- 
tered on  a  friend,  encountered  Mr.  Lane, 
who  in  the  wintry  twilight  passed  him 
without  recognition.  The  Doctor  did 
not  fail  to  notice  the  gloom  of  his 
friend's  aspect,  and  tm^ning  to  look 
after  him,  saw  Mr.  Lane  striding  along 
grimly,  apparently  perceiving  no  one, 
but  wi'apt  in  his  own  soHtary  mood. 
The  spot  where  they  met  was  not  fai' 
from  the  door  of  Messrs.  Baily,  Blythe, 
and  Baily's  offices.  Not  many  minutes 
had  elapsed  since  Mr.  Lane  had  been 
made  acquainted  with  the  loss  of  his 
reversionary    interest,    and    had    bm-ned 
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his  grandfather's  last  will  and  testament, 
as  we  have  already  learned  through  the 
humble  instrumentality  of  Joseph  Foot. 

Only  a  few  days  after  this  encounter  a 
telegraphic  message  followed  Mr.  Phelps 
from  the  Temple  to  the  British  Museum, 
which  caused  him  promptly  to  desert 
some  interesting  black-letter  folios,  and 
take  the  train  to  Pedlington.  The  sum- 
mons was  from  the  Kev.  Cyprian  Key, 
imploring  Phelps  to  return  without  an 
hour's  delay.  It  stated  that  his  friend 
was  gravely  ill,  in  mind  or  body,  or  both  ; 
that  Key  was  alarmed,  and  anxious  for 
the  presence  of  the  only  person  whom 
he  thought  capable  of  supporting  their 
afflicted  friend. 

What  new  affliction  could  have  befallen 
Mr.  Lane  ?  Mr.  Phelps  knew  of  none, 
nor  of  those  which  had  overtaken  the 
Brownes.  A  fine  moral  could  be  drawn 
from  the  situation.     But  it  would  be  flat 
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and  stale,  if  not  unprofitable.  Do  not 
afflictions  happen  to  all  men  ?  Do  our 
absent  friends  foresee  them  ?  Is  not  the 
prodigal  son  waltzing  with  a  scheming 
coquette  while  a  fond  mother  is  calling 
upon  him  with  her  dying  breath  ?  Will 
the  drowning  moan  of  a  sailor  husband 
interrupt  the  warbling  of  Mademoiselle 
Patti  to  which  the  fond  wife  listens  with 
a  rapturous  smile  ? 

''  Is  he  in  bed?  "  asked  Phelps  of  Mr. 
Key,  whom  he  found  in  possession  of 
Mr.  Lane's  sitting-room. 

"  Hush  !  "  Key  whispered.  "  He  is  in 
there,"  and  pointed  to  the  secret  door  of 
the  apartment  which  the  birds  inhabited. 
^'I  slept  here  last  night,"  he  continued; 
"but  he  would  not  speak.  He  has  not 
even  a  chair  in  the  room,  and  must  have 
been  standing  at  the  window  or  sitting 
on  the  floor  for  three  days  and  nights, 
without  eating  or  drinking." 
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'^  What  has  happened  ?  "  Phelps  asked. 

''  I  think  he  had  hatter  tell  you,  for 
his  own  sake,"  replied  Key.  ''  The  only 
word  he  would  speak  is  your  name.  He 
shouted  to  me  last  night  to  go  away ; 
but  I  stayed ;  and  every  hour  or  two  I 
heard  him  groaning  out  for  you,  as  if  he 
was  in  agony." 

"  Thank  you  for  sending  to  me,"  said 
the  layman,  wringing  the  parson's  hand. 
Then  without  more  parley  he  knocked  at 
the  secret  door,  and  called  aloud,  '^  Bed- 
ford !  Let  me  come  in.  You  know  my 
voice." 

**  Who  else  is  there  ?  "  asked  a  hoUow 
voice  within. 

"Key!" 

From  within :  "Beg  him  to  go  away." 

"I  thought  so,"  said  the  parson,  sadly. 
"  I  must  go  my  rounds  now,  Phelps ;  but 
I  shaU  be  at  home  in  the  evening  if  you 
want  me.  I  shall  not  come  unless  you 
send  for  me." 
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Turning  on  the  tlireshold,  lie  added, 
*'  It  is  too  severe,  mucli  too  severe.  He 
is  too  hard  on  himself.  I  did  not  pre- 
scribe it.'' 

And  so  the  confessor  departed.  And 
in  this  brief  stoiy,  which  is  but  a  chapter 
in  the  hves  of  a  few  humble  and  every- 
day persons,  we  shaU  see  him  no  more. 

Before  the  sound  of  the  door  closing 
upon  him  had  ceased  to  echo  through  the 
long  chambers  and  empty  corridors  of  the 
abbey,  the  secret  door  opened  to  admit 
Phelps  ;  and  the  latter  could  see  that  the 
occupant  of  the  chamber  had  been  lean- 
ing with  his  elbows  on  the  window-ledge, 
looking  out  across  the  garden  and  river 
and  the  overhanging  mist,  through  which 
the  shouts  of  bargemen  at  the  lock  came 
with  a  strange,  weird  sound. 

It  has  been  formerly  said  that  this 
approach  to  the  to^TL  had  the  air  of  a 
decayed   city.     This   was    especially  the 
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case  on  the  river- side.  The  mouldering 
abbey  with  its  long  range  of  ruinous  walls 
and  offices,  the  antiquated  Gothic  church, 
the  quaintly  terraced  clifP  with  its  gable 
ends  of  the  old  episcopal  palace  and  its 
pollarded  willow  fringe,  the  very  canalized 
river,  itself  a  reHc  of  the  old  water 
highways  of  England,  formed  a  group  of 
objects  which  belonged  less  to  the  present 
than  the  past.  And  while  the  town  not 
half  a  mile  distant  was  singularly  busy 
for  an  English  country  town,  this  suburb 
was  almost  always  silent  and  solitary. 

The  chamber  in  which  Mr.  Phelps 
now  found  himself  for  a  second  time  was 
part  of  an  ancient  passage,  opened  by 
Mr.  Lane  himself  with  the  assistance  of 
Tobias  Graves,  in  the  ponderous  outer 
wall  of  the  ancient  refectory,  a  part  of 
which  formed  the  sitting  and  sleeping 
apartments  of  the  present  occupier. 
From  the  lattice  window  you  saw  merely 
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the  rain  of  an  outhouse  at  hand,  a  broken 
parapet  along  the  lower  edge  of  a  terrace 
walk,  and  the  misty  sheet  of  water  with 
a  small  lock-honse  dimly  looming  on  the 
farther  bank.  The  narrow  space  was 
littered  with  books  and  papers.  On  the 
deep  window-ledge  lay  a  number  of  time- 
worn,  crumpled  letters  and  a  faded  old 
copy  of  a  German  newspaper.  Among 
these  the  end  of  a  pistol-barrel  caught 
Phelps's  observant  eye.  The  favourite 
tomtit  stood  disconsolately  among  this 
litter,  despising  the  social  charms  of  the 
fishing-rods  and  ramrods  upon  which  the 
other  birds  clustered,  doubtless  comparing 
notes  on  their  master's  behaviour.  A 
strong  aroma  of  some  obnoxious  drug 
loaded  the  scanty  supply  of  air  in  the 
room.  But  the  long  arm  which  opened 
the  door  closed  it  at  once.  Not  a  word 
was  spoken  while  the  two  men  studied 
each  other's  faces,  one  eager  and  anxious. 
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but  resolute;  the  other  gaunt  and  ter- 
rible, glaring  at  the  intruder.  His  eyes 
gleamed  with  a  strange  lustre  in  great 
hollows  under  his  rugged  brows.  He 
wore  no  coat.  His  arms,  brown  and 
sinewy,  were  bared  to  the  elbow,  and 
his  open  shirt,  from  which  the  studs 
had  fallen,  exposed  his  broad  massive 
breast.  If  it  had  come  to  a  life  and 
death  struggle  between  those  two,  Mr. 
Phelps  knew  that  his  moments  were 
numbered.  But  he  discerned  no  symp- 
toms of  madness  in  those  ^'  sad  eyes  "  ; 
and  as  soon  as  this  became  clear  to  his 
perception  a  great  load  seemed  to  be 
Hfted  from  his  own  mind  and  body.  He 
must  have  expected  to  make  that  ter- 
rible discovery,  or  the  rehef  could  not 
have  been  so  great.  No ;  that  was  not 
a  madman's  gaze.  It  was  a  strong  man, 
racked  and  torn  with  grief  and  goaded 
with  remorse,  brooding  amidst  the  ruins 
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of  a  life.  Key  had  called  Mm  Pontius 
Pilate ;  Phelps  now  silently  compared 
him  to  Sanl;  and  perhaps  the  layman's 
simile  was  not  less  apt  than  the  priest's. 

A  cuiioiis  characteristic  of  this  meet- 
ing between  two  tried  and  approved 
friends  was  that  the  usual  forms  of  greet- 
ing did  not  even  seem  to  occui'  to  either 
of  their  minds.  ^'How  d'ye  do?"  or 
"  How  are  you,  old  fellow?  "  would  have 
been  a  contemptible  mockery.  The  Doc- 
tor's keen,  eager  glance  searched  Mr. 
Lane's  agonized  eyes,  which  in  theii' 
turn  sought  the  meaning  of  his  almost 
nervously.  The  httle  bird,  with  its  head 
on  one  side,  also  watched  Mr.  Phelps 
with  narrow  scrutiny.  When  he  appeared 
to  be  relieved  of  his  first  terrible  appre- 
hension, and  looked  towards  the  htter  of 
papers,  the  bird  gave  a  sympathetic 
chirrup,  jumped  a  few  Httle  paces,  and 
alighted  on  the  muzzle  of  the  pistol. 


16  WON   AT   LAST  ! 

^^What  is  this?"  said  Phelps,  dis- 
placing the  bird  and  taking  up  the 
weapon. 

The  bird  at  once  fluttered  on  to  its 
master's  shoulder,  and  eyed  the  intruder 
attentively. 

^^  A  pistol,"  said  Mr.  Lane. 

''Yes,  I  see,"  Mr.  Phelps  rejoined; 
''but  what  for?" 

"  Why  are  you  come  here  ?  "  Mr.  Lane 
retorted. 

Phelps  hesitated  for  a  moment.  He 
doubted  whether  he  should  seem  to  have 
come  by  chance,  but  had  never  deceived 
his  friend,  and  would  not  do  so  now. 

"I  am  come,"  he  said,  "to  save  you 
from  yourself — to  save  my  friend  of  old 
days  from  this  hard  fellow,  Mr.  Lane." 

"Hard,  yes,  hard,"  said  the  other, 
slowly,  and  speaking  to  himself.  Then 
again,  "  Hard,  yes,  hard  indeed  !  Poor 
child !  " 
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Phelps  was  not  slow  to  catch  the  last 
words.  He  knew  nothing  of  what  had 
happened  between  his  friend  and  Janet 
Browne,  but  had  seen  that  some  Kttle 
tenderness  or  friendship  was  springing 
up  between  them,  and  had  fi'om  the  first 
ardently  hoped  that  it  might  be  so,  and 
that  (though  he  had  signally  failed  in  his 
own  attempt  on  Mr.  Bro^Tie)  Janet  and 
his  friend  might  ultimately  become  man 
and  wife,  so  that  half  the  fortune  which 
was  to  have  been  Bedford  Lyte's  might 
still  become  his,  and  with  it  something 
worth  the  other  half  twice  told;  for  Mr. 
Phelps  was  not  one  of  your  philosophers 
who  make  hght  of  the  treasm'e  of  a 
woman's  heart.  For  Bedford's  secret, 
as  a  moral  obstacle,  he  cared  httle  and 
feared  less,  though  it  might  present 
material  difficulties.  His  confidence  in 
one  whom  he  had  never  proved  to  be 
imworthy  of  it  was  unbounded.     For  the 

VOL.  III.  c 
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change  of  name  lie  did  feel  sorry,  and  had 
strongly  dissuaded  his  friend  from  per- 
severing in  it  on  his  return  to  England. 
But  Bedford  had  made  it  the  condition 
of  his  alliance,  and  Phelps  had  yielded 
the  point. 

To  the  new  head-master  of  the  Ped- 
lington  School  it  had  seemed  almost 
unendurable  that  an  honest  man,  his 
friend  and  colleague,  should  take  shelter 
in  an  alias  from  some  old  opprobrium. 
But  to  Bedford  Lyte,  the  naturally  proud 
and  sensitive  man,  the  reputation  of  Bed- 
ford Lyte,  the  reputed  libertine,  would 
have  been  quite  unendurable.  Besides 
which,  though  Phelps  in  his  generous 
confidence  and  in  his  consummate  reli- 
ance upon  his  own  approval  of  his  own 
acts,  would  have  ventured  upon  opening 
the  school  with  a  coadjutor  whose  former 
ill-repute  might  soon  get  noised  abroad, 
yet  his  friend  had  felt  sure  that  such   a 
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step  would  be  a  false  one,  and  that  the 
moral  timidity  of  the  Pedlingtonians 
would  have  ill  requited  Phelps's  moral 
courage.  Beyond  these  two  abundant 
reasons  why  need  we  seek  ?  Yet  there 
was  another  reason,  which  of  itseK  would 
have  been  sufficient  to  make  'Mt.  Lane 
adhere  to  the  alias  which  it  had  caused 
him  to  adopt  in  Germany. 

*'  Hard  indeed  !  Poor  child  !  "  he  now 
repeated  to  himself,  speaking  slowly  and 
abstractedly,  as  though  he  had  been 
alone ;  Phelps  watching  him  meanwhile 
with  eager  eyes  and  ears,  desiring  greatly 
to  know  and  share  the  whole  bmxlen  of 
his  friend's  experience,  that  he  might,  as 
he  said,  in  the  face  of  his  present  danger, 
"save  him  fi-om  himself."  This  w^as 
doubly  urgent  now.  Mr.  Phelps  liked 
not  the  look  of  that  pistol;  and  if  this 
moment  of  anguish  were  tided  over,  was 
not   Mr.    Lane   leading   Pedhngton,    and 
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again     about     to     cast    his     lot    among 
strangers  ? 

Could  our  eyes  penetrate  those  thick 
walls,  it  would  be  strange  to  see  these 
two  men  standing  together  in  that 
narrow  dark  space,  one  so  intent  on  the 
other,  that  other  so  careless  of  his  pre- 
sence. As  Frank  had  ingenuously  inti- 
mated in  their  last  interview,  it  was  not 
easy  to  see  the  charm  about  Mr.  Lane 
which  attracted  people  so  strongly  to  him. 
But  the  attraction,  whatever  it  was, 
acted  quite  as  powerfully  on  the  rude  as 
on  the  gentle  sex.  Dr.  Phelps  thought  it 
no  more  hardship  that  he  should  have  left 
his  black-letter  fohos  and  be  here  exert- 
ing his  thankless  efforts  of  friendship  in 
behalf  of  this  man  than  the  Kev.  Cyprian 
Key  had  grudged  his  last  night's  rest  in 
keeping  a  weary  vigil  outside  Mr.  Lane's 
chamber  door.  But  perhaps  the  latter 
may  have  had  some   little   misgiving  of 
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undue  severity  in  the  counsel  which  he 
had  tendered  to  Mr.  Lane.  Seeing  how 
fast  a  hold  this  love  for  Janet  had  gained 
upon  her  reluctant  admirer,  and  feeling 
in  his  conscience  that  to  indulge  it  ever 
so  Httle  would  be  a  sin,  and  wishing  for 
his  friend  above  all  things  a  triumph  over 
the  enemy  of  his  soul,  he  had  reminded 
his  penitent  that  it  was  better  to  enter 
into  life  maimed  than  ha^T.ng  a  sound 
body  to  be  cast  into  hell  fire.  ''  Tear  it 
out  by  the  roots,"  he  had  urged.  ''  Count 
not  the  cost.  Spare  not  yourseK;  rather 
inflict  wounds  the  rankling  of  which  shall 
destroy  this  vice  of  your  blood."  And 
then  when  old  Ada  had  informed  him 
of  the  severities  which  Mr.  Lane  was 
practising  upon  himself,  and  when  he 
reflected  how  terrible  might  be  this  fight 
between  a  master-passion  which  had 
intrenched  itseK  in  the  citadel  and  a 
stern,   loyal   man   resolved   to    oust    and 
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vanquish  it,  he  hecame  alarmed.  He 
thought  this  man  quite  capable  of  de- 
stroying himself  if  the  enemy  would  not 
yield.  He  would  expect  to  carry  the 
fortress  by  a  cou])  de  main,  and  would 
chafe  at  the  slightest  repulse.  So  Mr. 
Key  had  watched  and  prayed  throughout 
the  night,  and  in  the  early  morning  had 
telegraphed  for  Phelps. 

^'  Hard,  hard ;  yes,  indeed,  hard  !  "  Mr. 
Lane  continued  to  mutter.    ^^  Poor  child ! " 

Phelps  was  quite  at  a  loss.  Did  Bed- 
ford mean  Eleanor  Baily  ?  or  had  some- 
thing happened  in  Pedlington  during  his 
absence,  and  was  Janet  Browne  the 
subject  of  this  lament  ?  Mr.  Lane's 
presence  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Baily's 
office  in  Chancery  Lane,  which  Phelps 
had  so  recently  witnessed,  inclined  him 
to  think  that  some  circumstance  had 
lately  revived  the  misery  concerning  Miss 
Baily,  whatever   that   misery  might   be. 
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The  old,  frayed,  soiled  letters  and  news- 
paper in  the  window  indicated  the  same 
source  of  grief  and  remorse.  But  some 
secret  power  of  divination  suggested 
another  name,  and  Mr.  Phelps  went  at 
once  to  the  point.  "Do  you  mean  pretty 
Janet  Browne  ?  "  he  asked. 

Mr.  Lane  nodded,  still  gazing  intently 
at  his  friend,  who  saw  a  faint  clearing  of 
the  brow,  as  if  the  confidence  were  a 
rehef  to  the  sufferer. 

"You  have  formed  an  attachment  for 
her  ?  "  Phelps  continued. 

Again  he  nodded.  An  unbidden  tear 
suffused  each  of  those  dark,  deep-sunken 
eyes. 

' '  And  she  has  returned  it  ?  "  resumed 
Mr.  Phelps. 

But  now  Mr.  Lane's  glance  faltered 
and  failed.  His  whole  figure  relaxed  its 
bold  postui'e,  trembled,  cowered,  and 
finally  fell  upon  its  knees  at  the  window- 
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ledge,  planting  its  elbows  thereon,  lower- 
ing the  face  into  the  upturned  palms,  and 
shaking  with  convulsive  sobs. 

Then  Mr.  Phelps  knew  that  his  friend's 
love  had  been  returned,  and  that  this 
mutual  attachment  was  not  to  enjoy  a 
blissful  sequel,  but  that,  for  some  reason 
as  yet  unknown  to  him,  it  was  an  un- 
fortunate passion,  and  Mr.  Lane  thought 
he  had  done  wrong  in  allowing  it  to  take 
root. 

Phelps  had  never  seen  his  friend  over- 
come by  such  violent  grief  before.  Yet 
he  esteemed  it  to  be  a  breaking-up  of  the 
ice,  and  a  blessed  tenderness  succeeding 
the  sterner  sorrow  of  the  last  few  days. 

It  was  about  four  o'clock  in  the  winter 
afternoon,  and  the  room  was  almost  dark ; 
but  still  the  figure  of  the  strong  man 
knelt  in  its  weakness,  and  from  time  to 
time  a  shudder  passed  over  it,  and  at 
each  of  these  spasms  the  little  bird  on  his 
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shoulder  partly  opened  its  wings  and 
closed  them  again  with  a  gentle  chiiTup, 
as  though  it  approved  of  nature's  sweet 
and  spontaneous  relief.  On  a  sudden  a 
faint  glimmer  of  hght,  soft  and  radiant, 
lit  up  the  howed  head  and  kneeling  form, 
and  threw  into  hold  rehef  that  of  the 
small  hii'd,  which  uttered  a  melodious 
thrill,  half  sad,  haK  joyous,  in  its  minor 
key.  Mr.  Lane  lifted  his  head,  upon 
which  a  golden  radiance  fell ;  and  pre- 
sently without,  in  the  space  where 
previously  the  gray  mist  had  hlurred 
the  landscape,  a  glorious  rainbow  now 
appeared.  The  canaries  came  fluttering 
to  a  perch  in  the  embrasure  of  the  win- 
dow, and  all  this  Httle  company  gazed 
with  rapture  at  the  changing  splendours 
of  the  bow,  which  seemed  placed  there 
by  the  beneficent  Father  in  token  of  His 
abiding  goodness  and  watchful  care  over 
His  erring  children. 
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Doubtless  this  thought  crossed  the 
minds  of  these  two  men  at  the  same 
time ;  for  as  the  bow  faded  out  of  the 
heavens,  two  gently  spoken  words  were 
littered  by  the  kneeling  man,  and  Mr. 
Phelps  (having  quickly  stooped  to  catch) 
now  fervently  repeated  them  : 

"LausDeo!" 

Mr.  Phelps  was  sincerely  rejoiced  that 
anything  should  have  evoked  on  the  part 
of  his  friend  the  feehng  which  must  have 
prompted  these  words.  For  they  were 
the  first  he  had  spoken  since  his  mono- 
tonous reiteration  of  the  words,  "  Hard^ 
hard!  "  and  ^' Poor  child  !  " 

^^  May  I  open  the  window?"  asked 
Phelps.  And  Mr.  Lane,  rising,  opened 
it  himself.  It  opened  inwards,  and  on 
the  outer  side  was  secured  by  a  wire- 
worked  frame,  which  prevented  the  birds 
from  going  out  or  their  enemies  fi'om 
coming  in  when  the  lattice  was  opeu. 
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As  the  fi'esh  air  gi'eeted  their  nostrils, 
Mr.  Phelps,  wishing  to  speak  on  in- 
different subjects,  said,  '^  ^liat  diiig  is 
it  the  smell  of  which  filled  this  quaint 
little  room  ?  " 

''  Hyoscyamus.'' 

"  Do  yoii  take  much  of  it  ? "  he 
asked. 

*^  Very  seldom." 

Suddenly  the  place  was  shaken  with 
a  great  shock,  accompanied  by  a  loud 
report.  A  great  smell  of  gunpowder 
and  a  cloud  of  smoke  succeeded  to  the 
fumes  of  hyoscyamus,  and  as  these  cleared 
away  before  the  draught  of  air  coming 
up  from  the  river,  Mr.  Lane  appealed 
with  an  aii'  of  exultation  in  face  and 
mien,  pointing  with  a  pistol  through 
the  shattered  wire-work.  Mr.  Phelps 
first  looked  at  the  weapon  in  his  own 
hand,  to  make  sure  that  he  had  not 
rehnquished   it,   then  following  with   his 
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eye  the  line  of  Mr.  Lane's,  discovered 
with  some  difficulty  in  the  fading  day- 
light the  body  of  a  large  white  cat, 
lying  motionless  at  the  foot  of  a  broken 
wall. 

'^  At  last !  "  cried  the  marksman. 

^'Was.  it  an  old  offender,  then?" 
Phelps  inquired. 

Mr.  Lane  reminded  him  of  his  old 
superstition  about  his  guardian  angel  or 
good  genius  inhabiting  the  humble  form 
of  the  tomtit,  and  told  him  that  a 
feud  existed  between  the  cat  and  the 
bird,  which  puzzled  him  much,  and  had 
made  him  resolve  to  take  the  cat's  life. 
It^eems  the  offending  animal  would  sit 
in  a  point  of  vantage  and  watch  the 
window  for  hours,  to  the  great  ten*or 
of  the  other  birds,  his  little  favourite 
manifesting  no  fear  at  all,  which  he 
attributed  to  the  superior  nature  with 
which  it  was  marvellously  endowed.     But 
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he  had  noticed  the  bird  to  ail  after  each 
of  these  fehne  visits,  and  one  evening, 
when  pussy  had  been  on  guard  duiing 
his  absence,  Tommy  ahnost  committed 
felo  de  se.  The  affectionate  little  crea- 
ture had  a  habit  of  sitthig  for  hours 
on  the  rail  of  the  fender  at  his  feet, 
and  even  roosting  there  dm'ing  some  of 
his  long  winter  night-watches.  On  the 
evening  in  question,  when  he  opened 
the  secret  door  as  usual  on  his  retm-n 
for  the  night,  the  bird  had  flown  dii^ectly 
from  the  lattice  window  across  the  room, 
into  the  fiery  space  underneath  the  grate, 
where  it  was  confused  and  dazzled  and 
almost  roasted  alive.  He  saved  it  with 
difficulty,  and  was  much  disturbed  when 
(going  to  the  small  window)  he  saw  the 
ghostly  form  of  the  white  cat  steahng 
away  in  the  darkness. 

Beyond    this    narrative    Phelps    could 
learn  nothing  as  to  Mr.   Lane's  strange 
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antipathy  to  this  creatui"e.  Afterwards 
he  alkided  to  the  period  of  his  secki- 
sion  as  ''an  ambuscade";  but,  Phelps 
could  not  believe  that  he  was  really 
lying  in  wait  for  a  cat  all  that  time, 
nor  that  its  appearance  and  forfeit- 
ing its  life  at  the  present  time  were 
more  than  a  coincidence.  However,  the 
occurrence  was  most  serviceable.  When 
a  man's  mind  is  almost  unhinged  with 
a  lever  of  unremitting  anguish,  some 
old  famihar  turn  will  sometimes  restore 
its  balance.  And  probably  the  sudden 
revival  of  Mr.  Lane's  former  anger  with 
the  cat,  and  the  triumph  of  his  successful 
shot,  may  have  served  to  distract  his 
mind  from  its  one  intolerable  care.  Cer- 
tainly from  this  time  he  began  to  reahze 
his  friend's  presence.  The  necessity  of 
fully  confiding  the  past  to  this  faithful 
ally  had  been  m'ged  upon  him  by  Key, 
and  now  presented   itself    to   his   mind. 
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The  old  fear  of  losing  Phelps's  regard 
by  this  confidence  revived  ^\ithin  him. 
In  short,  he  began  to  be  himself  again 
after  a  period  of  unnatural  abstraction 
and  morbid  abandonment  to  a  single 
idea. 

"  Now  the  enemy  is  fauiy  repulsed. 
Let  us  move  out  of  oiu*  entrenchments, 
and  give  the  dead  sepulture,"  he  said, 
quite  manfully. 

'^  Mitte  '  sujper vacuo s  Jionores,''  Mr. 
Phelps  rejoined,  with  a  smile ;  and  added, 
"  I  am  very  hungry.  Let  us  order  some 
supper  as  we  go." 

The  faithful  Ada  was  hovering  about 
the  door  of  the  sitting-room  nervously. 
''  We  have  killed  the  white  cat  at  last. 
Let  us  have  some  supper  at  once,"  the 
master  said  to  her.  And  the  good 
creatur-e  gave  vent  to  a  great  sigh  of 
rehef,  for  she  had  been  tortm^ed  with 
vague  apprehensions. 
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Phelps  accoinpanied  him  into  the  old 
terraced  garden,  where  Mr.  Lane  per- 
sisted in  digging  a  hole  and  burying  his 
foe,  during  which  operation  the  bird 
fluttered  to  and  fro  with  every  appearance 
of  joy,  though  it  was  the  hour  only  for 
bats  and  owls  to  be  on  the  wing.  Then 
turning  upon  Phelps,  who  was  smoking 
a  short  wooden  pipe,  he  said,  "Let  me 
have  that ; "  with  which  request  the 
other  silently  comphed.  A  'breeze  was 
coming  up  from  the  west,  and  the  stars 
twinkled  out  one  by  one.  They  paced 
to  and  fro  on  the  long  broad  terrace 
walk,  where  in  old  times  many  a  monk 
had  told  his  beads,  and  many  an  abbot 
planned  the  aggrandizement  of  his  house 
and  order,  or  perchance  the  very  culture, 
of  this  garden,  now  infested  with  kex 
and  other  stubborn  weeds,  the  home  of 
rabbits,  moles,  and  rats. 

'^  Why  did  you  come  to-day,  Henry  ?  " 
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asked  Mr.  Lane,  after  they  had  walked 
a  while  in  silence. 

^'I  told  you  truly,"  the  other  answered; 
'^  to  save  you  from  yourself.  Key  tele- 
graphed me." 

''  You  did  well  to  come,"  Mr.  Lane 
rejoined;  ''well,  as  far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned. It  is  an  ignohle  act,  a  rash  im- 
patient folly  ;  but  I  should  have  done  it." 

''  I  believe  you  would,"  Phelps  said. 

*'  I  shall  have  to  bear  your  contempt 
when  you  know  all,"  Mr.  Lane  pleaded. 

''You  wouldn't  have  escaped  it  so, 
however  fast  old  Charon  had  paddled 
you  over." 

"  If  you  had  only  prevented  me  from 
coming  here  with  an  alias!''  Mr.  Lane 
urged. 

"  Ah  !  "  cried  Phelps,  "  that  is  how  the 
mischief  has  occurred,  is  it?"  He  was 
too  generous  to  remind  the  sufferer  how 
strongly  he  had  discountenanced  that 
measure. 

YOL.  III.  D 
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*^  Or  if  you  had  only  kept  me  from 
going  to  the  house  !  "  resumed  Mr.  Lane. 

^^  But,  my  dear  fellow,  I  wanted  you  to 
go.  I  had  a  wish,  and  it  was  father  to  a 
belief,  that  she  and  you  would  take  to 
each  other." 

Mr.  Lane  groaned  aloud.  '^  Oh !  if  I 
had  only  told  you  all,  you  would  have 
foreseen  this  calamity,  and  kept  me 
away." 

The  unruly  but  honest  tongue  of  the 
Doctor  could  hardly  refrain  from  pointing 
out  to  Mr.  Lane  how  his  own  reticence 
and  want  of  candour  in  quitting  his  own 
name  were  at  fault.  Still  he  felt  a  secret 
conviction  that  Janet  neither  would  nor 
could  withdraw  her  love  if  she  had  once 
given  it  to  his  friend.  Nor  did  he  believe 
that  Bedford  Lyte  had  so  acted  as  to  for- 
feit the  esteem  of  any  woman,  however 
noble,  pure,  or  highminded. 

"  But  now  you  will  tell  me  everything, 
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and  trust  me  fully,"  lie  said.  ^'  Eemem- 
ber,  you  are  in  a  difficulty,  and  two  heads 
are  better  than  one." 

*'  Let  us  end  the  year  like  brothers," 
pleaded  Mr.  Lane.  "  To-morrow  I  will 
make  a  clean  breast  of  it ;  but " . 

^'  But  if  you  broke  the  whole  decalogue 
as  Bedford  Lyte,  I  am  ready  and  willing 
to  forgive  you,  knowing  what  I  do  of  your 
life  under  this  confounded  alias,  which 
has  now  become  so  much  a  part  of  you 
that  you  will  seem  to  be  masquerading  in 
your  own  name.  But  why  should  you 
fear  my  judgment?  Why  should  I  be 
more  censorious  than  Key  ?  I  know  you 
have  confided  in  him." 

"  But  Key  is  a  priest." 

**  So  we  are  all  priests,"  resumed  Phelps, 
with  whom  this  was  a  pet  heresy. 
'*' Whosesoever  sins  we  remit,  they  are 
remitted  unto  him  and  her.'  I  don't  be- 
Heve  Pio  Nono  nor  St.  Peter  himself  had 
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any  more  power  to  remit  sins  tlian  yon  or  I 
have.  Bnt  come  and  give  me  something 
to  eat,  for  the  love  of  Zens,  After  all, 
the  old  pagan  gods  are  fine  fellows,  and 
there's  a  good  deal  of  vitality  about  them 

yet." 

Mr.  Lane  declined  the  argument,  but  his 
mind  was  not  at  ease  about  his  friend's 
judgment.  In  youth  they  two  had  made 
a  compact  with  virtue.  He  had  certainly 
broken  that  pact,  and  had  allowed  more 
than  a  lustre  to  pass  away  without  giving 
his  friend  the  opportunity  of  pronouncing 
whether  that  breach  should  sunder  them 
or  not. 

The  philosopher  ate  heartily,  undis- 
turbed by  such  misgivings,  and  quite 
prepared  to  follow  in  the  parson's  foot- 
steps, and  pronounce  a  plenary  absolution 
upon  Bedford  Lyte.  The  latter  gentle- 
man only  sipped  some  beef  tea,  which  his 
good  old  Ada  had  cunningly  concocted  of 
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meat  and  isinglass,  so  that  the  utmost 
nourishment  was  comprised  in  the  smallest 
compass.  Of  this  she  would  only  give  him 
a  small  tea-cupful,  though  he  loudly  called 
for  more,  and  affectionately  bantered  her 
on  having  allowed  him  to  fast  so  long,  if, 
indeed,  her  story  was  true,  which  he  pro- 
fessed to  doubt. 

^^  And,  indeed.  Dr.  Phelps,"  said  the 
good  creature,  "if  master  hadn't  a-pro- 
mised,  now  that  he's  going  away,  to  take 
me  with  him,  I  wouldn't  ha'  been  answer- 
able to  ye  for  his  life.  The  many  and 
many  a  time  I've  a-been  at  his  door  with 
a  cup  of  this  nice  beef  tea,  and  he  to 
order  me  off  quite  severe  !  Strong  they 
call  him ;  so  he  be  ;  and  well  he  may  be  ! 
Taking  things  to  heart  so  !  " 

'*  Come  along  out  into  the  fresh  air 
again,"  said  the  subject  of  this  oration, 
disposing  his  Httle  bird  gently  on  the 
back  of  his  easy-chair,  where  it  released 
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its  head  from  under  its  wing  and  opened 
one  eye  for  a  wink,  as  mucli  as  to  say, 
^'  Au  revoir !  I  will  doze  liere  till  you  go 
to  bed,  which  you  have  not  done  for  three 
nights,  you  know." 

As  we  have  akeady  intimated,  it  was 
the  eve  of  a  new  year,  and  the  pious 
rector,  without  any  particular  direction 
in  the  canons  or  rubrics,  kept  it  as  a 
vigil,  having  evensong  with  a  sermon  at 
eight  o'clock,  and  a  midnight  celebration 
of  the  Eucharist. 

"  I  have  used  him  ill,"  said  Mr.  Lane  ; 
**  I  didn't  want  to  be  dictated  to.  I 
wanted  to  go  out  of  this  dreadful  life,  and 
escape  from  a  misery  that  was  crush- 
ing me.  Ah,  Henry,  old  friend !  why  did 
not  you  save  me  from  myself  sooner,  and 
from  this  last  sin,  and  the  misery  in 
which  I  have  involved  the  sweetest  soul 
that  God  and  nature  ever  clothed  in 
beauty  ?  " 
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^*  The  complications  may  be  umrayelled 
yet,"  Phelps  replied,  hopefully. 

"No,"  said  the  other,  dolorously; 
"  my  sentence  is  a  life  one  ;  and  I  have 
been  stealing  into  happy  households 
and  an  innocent  heart,  like  a  ticket-of- 
leave  man  pretending  to  be  a  virtuous 
citizen." 

"  That  is  a  case,"  said  Phelps,  astutely 
turning  the  subject,  *^  where  society  re- 
tains a  man's  sin.  Condemn  the  poor 
devil  to  a  life  sentence,  and  it  matters 
not  how  virtuous  he  becomes.  His  one 
sin  is  retained,  hung  round  his  neck,  and 
poisons  every  act  and  thought  and  feeling 
of  his  future  life." 

Then  they  turned  into  the  churchyard 
and  walked  slowly  in  the  shadow  of  the 
old  yews  which  deepen  its  stony  gloom. 
The  weather  had  become  clear  and  frosty. 
There  was  no  moon,  but  the  stars  were 
bright  and  eloquent  in  the  immeasurable 
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azure  vault  above  and  around  them.  The 
bell  for  vespers  had  ceased,  and  the  last  of 
the  scanty  congregation  had  straggled  in. 

Phelps  had  a  shrewd  suspicion  amount- 
ing to  certainty  of  what  had  passed 
between  the  parson  and  his  friend, 
oppressed  as  he  was  by  an  ever-growing 
burden  of  secresy,  with  the  moral 
perception  morbidly  quickened  (as  he 
thought)  with  that  vague  longing  which 
possesses  some  natures  who  have  not 
the  highest  faith  to  trust  some  system 
wholly,  to  bow  the  neck  of  Eeason  to  the 
yoke  of  consistent,  self-asserting  Dogma, 
and  to  take  such  consolation  as  may  be 
had  in  submission,  in  so-called  Eemission 
and  Absolution.  But  for  himself,  Mr. 
Phelps  thought  lightly  of  such  cities  of 
refuge. 

^'  Bedford,"  he  said,  puffing  philoso- 
phically at  his  pipe  in  the  sweet  solemn 
starhght,     and     now     looking     upward 
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through  the  gnarled  boughs  of  a  very 
ancient  tree,  under  which  his  friend 
also  was  kindling  a  pipe  —  ^'Bedford, 
what  a  grand  satire  this "  (here  he 
waved  his  pipe  heavenward) — ^'this  is 
upon  dogma,  and  ritual,  and  all  little- 
ness!  " 

As  Mr.  Lane  remained  silent,  the 
sceptic  continued:  "These  stars,  my 
friend,  don't  move  majestically  with 
that  glorious  rhythmic  music  through 
their  orbs  of  space  to  light  that  un- 
happy Httle  hierarch"  (probably  mean- 
ing the  Eeverend  Cyprian),  "  and  his 
dozen  choristers,  and  his  score  of  de- 
votees on  their  walk  to  church  and 
back  again.  No  occasion,  my  Bedford, 
to  call  stars  and  planets,  whole  systems, 
into  being  for  such  a  purpose.  A  few 
tenpenny  lanterns  would  do  far  better." 

Luckless  penitent !  Tossed  from  Eome 
to  Geneva,  from  Calvin  to  Key,  and  now 
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assailed  by  a  philosoplier  to  whom  Calvin 
and  Key  were  both  alike.  Perhaps  grief, 
his  proper  mistress  at  this  juncture,  stood 
him  in  good  stead,  outweighing  the  bomb- 
shells and  hand-grenades  of  theology  in 
her  secret  scales.  He  embraced  her,  as 
the  unhappy  will  hug  their  misery,  and 
she  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  doubt.  Bitterly 
he  smiled  in  his  dark  resting-place,  stand- 
ing with  folded  arms,  and  leaning  his 
broad  back  against  the  huge  red  trunk 
of  the  tree. 

^'And  this  grim  tree,"  continued  the 
ex-inspector  of  Anghcan  schools,  "must 
have  been  vegetating  here,  translating  its 
own  affairs  with  decorous  gravity,  but 
laughing  at  Celt  and  Eoman,  Saxon  and 
Norman,  Lollard  and  Anghcan — laughing 
at  'em  all  in  turn  under  its  crumpled  old 
bark  this  sixteen  or  eighteen  centuries  or 
more." 

"  You   don't  mean    laughing   at  their 
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religion  ?  "  ui'ged  Mr.  Lane,  now  showing 
some  interest  in  the  subject  of  discourse, 
which  perhaps  may  have  been  the  object 
of  his  wily  friend  in  treading  upon  such 
debatable  ground. 

'^  Indeed,  I  do,"  he  calmly  rejoined. 

**  Do  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Lane,  now 
speaking  carefully  and  with  evident  con- 
viction, "  this  very  old  tree  has  often 
struck  me  as  being  a  good  type  of 
Christianity,  with  a  new  life  springing 
continually  out  of  its  own  decay?  " 

*'  And  so  far  you  have  been  right," 
Phelps  assented.  "  There  is  a  germ  of 
truth  still  in  a  mass  of  strugghng  decom- 
position, and  that  keeps  flashing  out  into 
new  life,  as  you  say ;  for  truth  can  never 
die.  But  the  whole  system  is  out  of  date 
and  well-nigh  worn  out." 

*'  You  don't  mean  that  Christianity 
itself  is  nearly  worn  out  ?  "  Mr.  Lane 
urged. 
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**  Yes,  I  do.  It  cannot  be  the  crown- 
ing religion  of  the  human  race." 

*^  I  am  sure  I  hope  it  is,"  said  Mr. 
Lane,  earnestly. 

^'  I  hope  not,"  the  other  said,  with  no 
less  fervour. 

Then  a  great  silence  fell  upon  them, 
made  audible,  as  it  were,  by  the  indis- 
tinct Grregorian  strains  within  the  church. 
For  a  while  Mr.  Lane,  so  lately  contem- 
plating a  final  act  of  rebellion  against 
this  creed,  was  smitten  with  awe  lest  it 
should  not  be  the  true  solution  of  life's 
mysteries.  Was  faith  merely  a  farce 
tricked  out  with  sham  solemnities  ? 
Were  all  puppets  who  walk  through 
the  Church's  history  from  Christ  till 
now  ?  Are  the  soul's  experiences  mere 
tricks  of  a  heated  imagination?  Do  the 
powers  of  nature  indeed  laugh  at  our 
phantom  fights  ? 

It  seemed  as  though  a  dark  veil  was 
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drawn  across  the  heavens.  The  man 
bereft  of  his  faith,  weak  as  it  was  to 
impel  or  deter  him,  was  surrounded  by 
dark  night.  Mighty  waves  of  fear  tossed 
him  on  their  inky  summits  and  wrapped 
him  in  theii'  changeful  depths.  Fierce 
blasts  of  doubt  and  distrust  hurried  him 
hither  and  thither.  But  now  a  sweet 
celestial  Hght  moved  amidst  the  darkness 
and  drew  near  to  him.  Out  of  the  light 
there  came  a  voice  saying,  ^*  It  is  I :  be 
not  afraid."  The  words  were  few;  but 
to  him  their  import  was  very  great. 
Kecovering  himself  with  an  effort,  he 
said,  ^^  Henry,  my  old  friend,  do  not  put 
Christianity  from  you  because  I,  or  any 
other  weak  creature,  fall  short  of  my 
ideal.  You  would  not  reject  our  Par- 
liamentary system  because " 

*^  Wouldn't  I?"  interrupted  the  pMlo- 
sopher,  '^  if  the  people  were  ripe  for 
something  better  ?  And  I,  for  one,  think 
it  high  time  they  were." 
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Mr.  Lane  was  bereft  of  Ms  argument, 
but  resolved  to  pursue  tbe  subject. 
^*  What  do  you  call  subjective  truth  ?  " 
he  asked. 

^'  A  thing  being  true  in  relation  to  one's 
own  mind,"  was  the  answer. 

^^Then,"  persisted  the  other,  '^I  have 
subjective  evidence  of  Christianity  which 
is  absolutely  overwhelming.  I  have  had 
a  proof  of  it  since  we  began  this  con- 
versation.    Is  that  faith  ?  " 

^^  What  you  call  faith,"  said  Phelps. 

'^  But  could  you  not  have  this  sort  of 
faith,  if  you  would  humble  your  intel- 
lect ? "  Mr.  Lane  asked. 

"  'Faith,  I  had  it  once,"  Phelps 
answered,  lightly,  puffing  out  a  long  jet 
of  smoke  ;  "  but  it  left  me.  Or  rather 
I  left  it.  It  was  a  phase  of  experience 
through  which  I  passed." 

^'  Should  you  not  want  it  again  if  you 
were  dying  ?  " 
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^^  No,"  replied  Phelps,  gaily,  but  seri- 
ously— "  no,  I  think  not.  I  don't  think  I 
should  feel  any  better  for  it  on  this  side 
the  bourne ;  and  if  I  found  it  Tvrong  on 
t'other,  I  should  be  ashamed  of  myself, 
and  horribly  afraid  to  meet  the  shade  of 
old  Yoltaire." 

Doubtless  Mr.  Phelps  knew  there  was 
faith  of  another  and,  as  he  thought,  of 
a  higher  kind.  And  of  this  he  trusted 
that  he  was  not  devoid  ;  but  limited  his 
remarks  just  then  to  the  special  view  of  a 
special  faith  which  was  uppermost  in  his 
friend's  mind. 

In  such  a  manner  this  eccentric  sage 
endeavoui-ed  to  arouse  his  friend  from  the 
stupor  into  which  remorse  had  plunged 
him.  Before  they  retired  to  rest  that 
night  he  craftily  but  intrepidly  assailed 
more  than  one  other  of  Mr.  Lane's 
intellectual  strongholds,  at  once  helping 
to    quicken  that    numbed    spirit    into    a 
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renewed  vitality,  and  betraying  on  his 
own  part,  in  politics  as  well  as  in  theo- 
logy, a  heterodoxy  which,  if  recorded  in 
these  winged  pages,  would  go  far  to 
justify  those  pious  ladies  of  Pedlington, 
who  feared  that  their  new  schoolmaster, 
with  all  his  talents  and  all  his  acquire- 
ments, might  prove  a  dangerous  guide  to 
the  ductile  steps  of  youth. 
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CHAPTEE    II. 

A  TEAGEDY. 

DuKiNG  the  whole  of  that  New- Year's 
Day  Mr.  Lane  was  reaUy  engaged  m 
preparing  a  mental  brief  out  of  which  to 
conduct  his  defence  before  the  jury  of  his 
own  convictions  presided  over  by  Judge 
Phelps.  The  latter  judicial  personage 
with  a  covert  smile  saw  him  inwardly 
toiling  over  it.  "  How  simple  is  this 
pious  penitent!"  thought  Phelps.  And 
of  Hemy  Phelps,  D.C.L.,  M.A.,  etc.,  etc., 
Mr.  Lane  would  often  think  in  almost 
the  very  same  terms,  "  How  simple  he 
is ! "  But  now  something  dreadful  existed 
in  that  simpHcity  which  knew  no  sin — no 

YOL.  III.  E 
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sin  at  least  of  the  deadly  order  ;  for  we 
must  bear  in  mind  that  Mr.  Lane  was 
now  hound  to  regard  iniquity  from  a 
theological  point  of  view.  On  whichever 
side  the  truth  may  have  reposed,  Mr.  Lane 
laboured  painfully,  and  Dr.  Phelps  smiled 
curiously.  And  during  this  strange  day, 
unique  in  the  annals  of  Henry  Phelps, 
while  he  was  waiting  to  receive  the 
penitent's  confession,  he  philosophized  on 
sin  and  on  responsibility  and  on  what 
might  constitute  guilt  in  the  heavenly 
courts.  This  man  before  him,  this  old 
and  tried  friend,  had  evidently  sinned. 
He  could  not  be  a  dreamer.  He  surely 
had  committed  some  if  not  many  of  what 
their  former  school-fellow.  Key,  would 
consider  ^'  deadly  sins."  Yet  Dr.  Phelps, 
"  for  the  life  of  him,"  as  we  say,  but 
really  to  save  his  own  self-respect,  could 
not  kindle  in  his  breast  one  spark  of 
indignation  against  the  offender.      From 
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which,  reasoned  out  fully  and  at  great 
length  and  with  gi'eat  perspicuity — for 
the  Doctor  was  no  addle-hrained  logician 
— he  concluded  that,  as  far  as  man's 
judgment  could  approach  the  Divine  judg- 
ment, a  man  was  not  guilty  hefore  God, 
in  relation  to  the  breaches  of  the  law 
committed  by  him  ;  that  is  to  say,  not 
absolutely  and  unconditionally  so.  Yet 
this  admission  militated  fiercely  against 
his  previous  conclusions  on  this  subject. 
Hitherto,  if  it  had  been  possible  to  collect 
all  the  facts  of  whatever  kind  bearing 
on  a  crime,  he  would  have  undertaken 
to  measure  the  criminal's  guilt.  And 
hithei-to  he  had  never  doubted,  and  even 
now  did  not  doubt,  that  his  indignation 
would  be  in  proportion  to  the  malefactor's 
culpabihty. 

With  a  haK-morbid,  haK-honest  perver- 
sity, Mr.  Lane  luould  beheve  that  he  was 
about   to   forfeit   the  esteem  of  the  one 
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man  whose  good  opinion  was  to  him  in 
the  place  of  a  conscience.  That  he  had 
been  keeping  the  regard  of  Phelps  for  all 
these  eight  years  by  stealth,  by  a  deh- 
berate  concealment  of  truth,  he  admitted 
to  himself.  The  longer  this  fraud  had 
lasted,  the  more  base  it  had  seemed  to 
him.  His  own  self-contempt  on  that 
account  deepened  in  proportion  to  the 
sublimity  of  the  trust  which  Phelps  had 
reposed  in  him.  Over  this  godlike  man 
who  had  never  sinned  he  had  even 
assumed  an  air  of  superiority,  had  some- 
times actually  dared  to  speak  and  behave 
as  if  his  own  hidden  baseness  had  placed 
him  on  a  level  of  worldly  wisdom  above 
his  friend. 

In  the  ardour  of  youth,  both  loving  alike 
what  was  noble,  hating  what  was  vile,  yet 
feeling  that  in  them,  as  in  other  souls 
which  sought  the  Hght,  there  were  pos- 
sibihties   of   rambling   into   dark  places, 
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and  of  becoming  at  home  in  them,  and 
finding  the  darkness  to  snit  their  dimmed 
eye-sight,  these  two  lads  had  bound 
themselves  together  in  a  solemn  compact. 
They  would  not  fall  fi'om  their  heights. 
Obstacles  might  be  reached  which  should 
impede  their  upward  progress  at  this 
stage,  or  at  the  next,  or  the  next.  These 
might  be  overcome  each  in  tm'n,  or 
some  one  obstacle  or  another  might 
prove  insuperable.  Certain  moral  sum- 
mits might  rear  theii'  heads  inaccessible 
to  the  weary  footsteps  or  the  baffled 
spirits  of  these  Titans  ;  but  fall  from  any 
level  once  attained  to  would  they  never. 
Hand  in  hand  'chej  stood  strong  in  them- 
selves, in  each  other,  in  that  high  and 
holy  trust  which  all  young  men  ought 
to  have  in  celestial  help  which  can  never 
have  failed  them  yet.  On  the  threshold 
of  life — there  they  threw  down  the 
gauntlet  to  the  powers  of  e^il.  '^  We 
will  do  no  base  thing,"  they  said. 
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But  for  one  of  themselves  those  powers 
which  cherish  crime  and  animate  its 
agents  had  proved  too  strong.  They  met 
him  as  he  walked  alone,  overbold,  and 
took  up  his  gauntlet.  He  trusted  too 
much  in  himseK,  and  fell — fell  from  his 
early  heaven  doT\Ti,  down  into  a  very 
abyss,  a  Gehenna  of  passion,  xind  out 
of  this  he  had  crawled,  with  an  alias, 
with  closed  lips,  and  a  sullen  brow,  con- 
tracting swiftly  and  sullenly  when  one 
attempted  to  mn  his  confidence,  when 
one  who  was  noble  made  generous 
attempts  to  encoui^age  him  to  begin 
again  to  be  noble  by  confessing  his 
baseness  and  deploring  it.  This  false 
pride,  sullen,  cowardly,  as  it  was,  had 
bound  his  old  iniquity  up  with  his  new 
righteousness,  had  made  it  part  and  par- 
cel of  his  daily  hfe  for  all  these  years, 
which  otherwise  had  been  fair  enough 
since  that  one  dark  episode. 
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Mr.  Lane's  self  imposed  isolation, 
though  partly  the  result  of  a  habit  both 
of  mind  and  temper,  was  mainly  trace- 
able to  this  conviction.  And  this  deep, 
dreary  self-abasement  Tvhich  he  thought 
humility,  but  which  was  so  closely  alhed 
to  pride,  had  preyed  upon  him  and  eaten 
into  his  very  possibility  of  self-respect — 
that  condition  without  which  a  man  of 
true  nobihty,  however  humble  in  attain- 
ments, cannot  be  said  to  ''  live  "  at  all. 

How  little  those  who  prattle  with  ghb 
tongues,  or  who  write  shallow  phrases 
about  suicide,  can  have  read  the  human 
heart !  K  they  could  trace,  or  would 
trace,  the  inner  experiences  of  a  deeply 
tried  man,  how  often  they  would  see  that 
the  mere  animal  life  has  proved  insup- 
portable to  one  whose  spirit  was  dead 
within  him  because  he  had  lost  some 
needful  condition  of  its  life  !  However 
this    may    be,    Mr.    Lane's    secret    had 


66  WON   AT   LAST  ! 

pressed  upon  him  with  a  crushing 
weight.  The  injury  which  he  had  un- 
willingly inflicted  upon  the  girl  whom 
he  loved  with  a  passion  all  the  stronger 
for  the  restraint  to  which  it  was  sub- 
jected, seemed  a  natural  consequence  of 
the  concealment  which  he  had  practised. 
His  proper  misery  had  driven  him  to 
tell  more  of  his  baseness  to  a  priest  than 
he  had  dared  to  tell  to  his  friend;  and 
the  priest  had  told  him  candidly  that  his 
confession  must  go  further  to  become 
complete.  This  he  acknowledged,  and 
resolved  to  avoid  a  new  deception.  But 
how  was  the  confidence  to  be  given  now  ? 
When  Phelps  came  uninvited,  Mr.  Lane 
was  in  very  deep  waters.  This  oldest 
and  best  friend  came  trusting,  though 
injured  by  exclusion  from  confidence. 
He  came  holding  out  a  hand,  and  saying : 
*^  You  are  sinking  under  that  heavy 
secret.     I   have  watched  you  swimming 
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bravely,  have  seen  you  baffling  and 
baffled  by  the  waves  of  sorrow.  I  want 
to  pull  you  ashore  and  to  open  that  foul 
bag  and  cast  its  contents  to  the  purifying 
winds  of  forgiveness,  that  we  two  may 
again  walk  hand  in  hand  in  the  sunshine 
of  friendship,  still  tnist fully,  as  of  old, 
but  humbly  because  one  of  us  fell,  and 
his  fall  breaks  oui'  pride ;  for  we  are  both 
men,  brothers — nay,  almost  one  man,  so 
closely  are  oui'  souls  knit." 

As  this  generous  affection  on  the  part 
of  Phelps  unfolded  itself  clearly  to  Mr. 
Lane,  he  had  no  longer  a  wish  to  reject 
it,  or  to  endeavour  to  retain  it  on  false 
terms ;  only  a  deep  regret  that  by  doing 
so  hitherto  he  had  injm'ed  this  guileless 
fiiend,  and  put  him  now  at  length  to  the 
pain  of  withdrawing  his  regard  from  one 
to  whom  he  had  so  long  given  it.  For 
still  Mr.  Lane  di'eaded  the  result  of 
his   disclosures.      Without   incriminatino; 
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others,  he  could  not  even  avail  himself 
of  the  whole  truth  in  his  own  defence. 
The  task  was  a  very  hard  one.  Let  the 
innocent  only  sneer  at  it !  The  more 
this  guilty  hut  conscientious  man  studied 
it,  the  less  prepared  with  it  he  was.  The 
New- Year's  Day  wore  itself  out,  and  a 
great  part  of  the  night,  yet  nothing  had 
heen  said  upon  that  subject  on  which  it 
was  understood  that  at  length  there  was 
to  he  confidence  between  them. 

In  the  long,  dreary  corridor  outside  the 
sitting-room  door  a  forlorn  old  clock 
struck  twelve.  The  strokes  seemed  inter- 
minably lengthened  out,  and  the  solemn 
sounds  went  echoing  about  the  gloomy 
halls  and  passages.  Then  the  silence 
was  made  audible  by  its  sonorous  ticking 
without,  and  within  by  the  plaintive 
wail  of  a  kettle  on  the  hob,  now  parting 
with  its  last  residue  of  water,  in  a  feeble 
wreath  of  vapour,  anticipating  a  swift  and 
fiery  dissolution. 
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''  Did  you  think  I  was  in  love  Tvith 
Eleanor  as  a  boy?"  asked  ]Mr.  Lane  at 
length,  speaking  abruptly. 

Mr.  Phelps  replied,  ^'  Certainly." 

^'But  I  was  ?zo/,"  Mr.  Lane  rejoined. 
**  I  never  savr  that  magic  light  on  tree  or 
bower,  I  never  felt  that  glorious  ecstasy 
called  love,  till  quite  lately.  The  object 
of  my  boyish  passion  was  the  place  which 
you  took  from  me  at  school." 

''From  you." 

''  Well,  which  you  goi^  and  I  didn't 
get." 

**  You  did  your  best  to  get  it,"  observed 
Phelps,  who  desned  chiefly  to  di^aw  out 
his  friend's  natural  characteristics,  and  to 
make  him  feel  and  speak  simply  on  a 
topic  too  long  shrouded  with  mystery. 

"Yes,"  Mr.  Lane  assented,  ''I  did  my 
best.  I  di'ove  furiously,  and  I  T\-ish  the 
race  were  to  come  again." 

He  cflared  defiance  at  the  LL.D.,  and 
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the  latter  glanced  at  him  with  kindhng 
eyes,  and  black,  bristling  moustache.  But 
soon  Mr.  Lane's  countenance  fell,  in  con- 
templation of  what  was  to  come.  Still, 
as  a  brave  yet  judicious  general  will 
avail  himself  of  all  natural  and  incidental 
advantages,  so  he  fought  from  point  to 
point  in  this  dismal  history.  ^'I  drove 
furiously,"  he  repeated,  ^' but  my  horses 
fell  lame.  I  was  undergoing  a  fire  of 
excitement,  anger,  and  indignation,  to- 
ward the  finish,  which  you  knew  nothing 
about." 

^*I  have  often  thought  so  since,"  the 
Doctor  candidly  replied.  "But  come, 
fire  away !  " 

"  You  remember  my  fight  with  Baily?" 
Mr.  Lane  continued,  as  if  anxious  to 
make  the  most  of  his  past  achieve- 
ments. 

Phelps  nodded.  His  stiff  black  mous- 
tache projected,  and  his  dark  eyes 
twinkled  with  satisfaction. 
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'^  If  I  hadn't  licked  Mm,"  continued 
Mr.  Lane,  "I  should  never  have  had  to 
confess  any  sins ;  for  I  should  have  gone 
away  and  hanged  myself  forthwith." 

^^  Happy  dispatch,"  suggested  the  Doc- 
tor. And  Mr.  Lane,  grimly  smihng, 
appeared  to  think  that  there  might  be 
a  less  satisfactory  solution  of  certain 
difficulties  than  the  whimsical  custom 
to  which  his  fiiend  alluded. 

^*You  know  why  I  hated  him?"  the 
latter  resumed. 

Again  Phelps  nodded. 

**  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Lane,  seeing  that  his 
friend  understood  the  case.  ^'Yes;  the 
brute  treated  Eleanor  badly.  He  has 
always  behaved  ill  to  every  one  but  his 
father.     Arcades  ambo.'" 

''  Still,"  said  the  pro vokingly  fair  judge, 
^^  I  would  put  that  to  his  credit.  A  good 
son  must  have  a  redeeming  point." 

^^Well,"   Mr.  Lane  rejoined,  bitterly; 
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^'the  old  dog  and  the  young  liound  to- 
gether have  run  me  down  ^Yith.  fidelity 
and  tenacity  of  purpose,  and  as  far  as  my 
hereditary  advantages  went,  have  ruined 
me.  But  God  forgive  them  !  And  as  to 
my  inheritances,  let  them  go.  But  oh  ! 
I  little  knew  how  they  were  torturing  Jie?^ 
until  just  before  the  crisis.  You  know 
their  house  was  the  only  home  of  my 
orphaned  boyhood.  As  I  grew  older  I 
gradually  saw  that  George  Baily  had  a 
secret  power  over  her,  to  use  in  my 
absence,  to  conceal  in  my  presence.  I 
saw  too  that  a  restless  devil  within  her 
goaded  her  always  to  fight  him  rather 
than  let  the  strife  languish.  Indeed, 
when  I  was  there  she  often  had  the 
best  of  it,  for  my  presence  stayed  his 
hand.  In  that  last  Christmas  hoHday, 
before  our  final  struggle  in  which  you 
beat  me  so  ignominiously,  Eleanor  and 
I  were  thrown  much  together;    and  to 
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my  surprise  she  clung  to  me  as  her 
natural  protector,  and  spoke  frequentl}' 
of  the  Bailys  (her  father  and  brother,  as 
I  had  till  then  believed)  as  her  natui'al 
enemies.  I  had  no  clue  to  the  inter- 
pretation of  all  this." 

^'  Kor  have  I,'*  Mr.  Phelps  retorted. 

But  at  this  point  of  his  narrative  Mr. 
Lane  regarded  the  expiring  agonies  of 
the  tea-kettle  with  mute  complacency. 

"Come,"  urged  the  Doctor;  "come, 
my  boy.  What  vras  the  clue  to  the 
secret  of  her  domestic  misery?" 

"  You  once  remarked  an  extraordinary 
resemblance  between  her  eyes  and  fore- 
head and  mine,"  Mr.  Lane  rephed. 
"  Did  it  never  occm'  to  you  to  accoimt 
for  that  likeness." 

"  Never,  I  beheve,  till  this  moment," 
Phelps  answered  after  a  pause;  "but 
now  it  flashes  across  me  like  a  half- 
remembered  di'eam.      Is  it  possible  that 
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she  was  not   old   Mr.  Baily's   daughter, 
not  G-eorge  Baily's  sister,  at  all  ?  " 

^atisso." 

^^And  was  she   really   Captain   Lyte's 
daughter,  and  your  own  cousin  ?  " 
^^Yes." 

Here  a  silence  fell  upon  them  both. 
Dr.  Phelps  was  considering  this  strange 
discovery,  and  calculating  how  it  might 
have  influenced  his  friend's  character  and 
conduct.  The  latter  was  pausing  because 
the  farther  he  went  the  worse  his  story 
became. 

^^  Go  on,  my  boy,"  said  Phelps  at 
length. 

"  I  cannot." 

^' You  must,  now." 

^^  Oh,  the  poor  infatuated,  ill-used, 
noble  girl!"  cried  Mr.  Lane,  with  a 
groan  of  unutterable  anguish.  '^  Phelps, 
my  best,  oldest,  truest  friend  !  how 
can  I  tell  you  these  horrors  against  my 
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own  flesli  and  blood,  against  my  craven 
self,  against  my  hateful,  mad,  proud, 
contemptible  self?  The  poor  girl  loved 
me — yes,  loved  me ;  and  now,  at  last,  I 
know  what  love  is,  and  how  all  else  is 
nothing  when  opposed  to  it.  Then  I 
knew  nothing  of  love.  But  if  you  who 
saw  us  together  thought  I  loved  her, 
little  wonder  that  she  thought  so  too. 

^^You  know  I  had  the  Ci^^l  Fund 
pension  of  100/.  a  year  till  I  came  of 
age.  Well,  when  I  found  out  the  secret 
of  Eleanor's  parentage  I  wrote  to  my 
uncle  and  told  him  that  I  declined  any 
fui-ther  acquaintance  ^ith  him,  and  that 
Eleanor  herself  had  told  me  of  his 
scheme  for  our  maniage,  to  which  I 
would  never  consent,  even  if  abject 
povei*ty  should  stare  me  in  the  face. 

**  Then  I  went  abroad,  bidding  Eleanor 
a  very  curt  farewell,  and  thinking  that 
she  would  now  become  her  own  father's 

VOL.  III.  P 
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heiress,  and  would  soon  abandon  her 
foolish  preference  for  me.  I  was  over- 
wrought and  almost  distraught  with 
violent  conflicts  of  emotion.  My  in- 
tention was  to  let  my  head  rest  and 
fatigue  my  body.  I  felt  the  want  of  a 
counsellor  much  at  that  time,  and  missed 
you  dreadfully;  but  was  sure  that  if  I 
came  to  you,  you  would  advise  me  to 
make  peace  with  my  uncle  and  accept 
Eleanor's  afl'ection,  and  those  things  I 
was  utterly  resolved  not  to  do.  The 
old  hunters.  Captain  Lyte  and  Mr.  Baily, 
had  got  me  in  the  toils,  and  I  was  re- 
solved to  break  loose  and  be  my  own 
master. 

"After  a  few  months'  absence  I  wrote 
from  Basle  to  Baily,  asking  him  to  draw 
and  forward  to  me  my  half-year's  pension, 
and  to  keep  my  address  a  secret,  answer- 
ing inquiries  vaguely  with  a  statement 
that   I   was   travelling.      That  he  hated 
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me  with  a  complimentary  fervour  I 
knew,  but  ^yllat  more  could  lie  want 
(I  thought)  than  what  I  had  voluntarily 
sacrificed  ? 

*^  The  event  proved.  He  sent  the 
money  safely  enough ;  and  the  dihgence 
which  brought  the  mail  brought  Eleanor 
also  to  Basle.  She  had  run  away  fi-om  a 
home  where  she  was  hated,  and  thrown 
herself  upon  a  man  who  could  not  love  her. 

^'We  did  not  go  on  into  Switzerland, 
as  my  intention  had  been.  My  pension 
Tv^ould  terminate  with  the  exphation  of 
my  twenty-first  year,  and  it  behoved  me 
to  put  my  shoulder  to  the  wheel.  We 
returned  to  the  German  Baths,  merely  to 
be  within  reach  of  some  quiet  central 
towns,  one  of  which  I  resolved  to  select 
for  our  residence." 

Phelps  was  not  slow  to  notice  the 
change  from  ^'I"  to  "we"  in  the 
narrative,   and   beginning   to   be   greatly 
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agitated,  lie  rose  and  commenced  walking 
iij)  and  do^Ti  the  long,  dimly  lighted 
room.  But  Mr.  Lane,  with  eyes  them- 
selves fiery  bright  (conld  any  one  have- 
seen  them),  sat  still,  reading  the  mys- 
teries of  the  burning  coals,  and  seeing  in 
them  phantom  shapes,  while  in  his  ears 
rang  cries  fi-om  lips  long  silent.  He  re- 
mained thus  silent  for  many  minutes,  and 
the  Doctor's  suspicion  waxed  stronger 
and  stronger. 

*'  Go  on,  Bedford,'*  he  said,  bitterly — 
*^  go  on.  You  wanted  me  to  beheve  in 
the  devil,  and  I  am  beginning  to  do  so 
already." 

^^The  devil?  Yes,"  Mr.  Lane  repHed, 
bitterly.  ''  Who  threw  that  poor  ill-used 
girl  in  my  path  during  our  glorious  boy- 
hood, when 

'  many  an  old  philosophy 
On  Argive  heights  divinely  sang  ; 
And  round  ns  all  the  thicket  rang 
To  many  a  flute  of  Arcady  '  ? 
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why  had  I  not  a  home  like  you,  and  like 
almost  all  other  boys?  or  if  my  parents 
must  die  so  early,  out  of  the  coui'se  of 
nature,  why  must  I  be  sent  to  a  hoary 
old  knave  in  lieu  of  a  parent,  and  left  at 
the  disposal  of  a  brigand  in  the  person  of 
my  nearest  relative  ?  " 
ii  ^^^  Knave'  and  'brigand'  are  strong 
terms,"  Mr.  Phelps  objected. 

Then  Mr.  Lane  told  him  the  story  of 
the  double  mil :  how  Mr.  Bail}^  had  in- 
duced General  Lyte  to  execute  a  perfect 
will  before  his  death,  and  afterward  pre- 
sented an  imperfect  previous  di*aft  of  it  to 
Captain  Lyte  as  his  father's  only  existing 
testament ;  how  the  captain  had  set  this 
imperfect  will  aside  (knowing  it  at  least 
virtually  to  be  his  father's  last  ^^l),  and 
had  left  the  fortune,  of  which  he  was  law- 
fully only  life-tenant,  aw^ay  fi-om  the  tnie 
heir,  dividing  it  between  his  godchildren 
Blanche  and  Janet  Browne. 
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Yet  the  Doctor  did  not  resume  his 
geutle  or  sj'mpathetic  manner  to  this 
afflicted  friend,  hut  kept  impatient!}' 
tramping  to  and  fro,  and  urging  Mr.  Lane 
to  *^  go  on,  go  on,"  than  which  perhaps 
there  are  no  Uxo  equally  brief  words  as 
irritating  and  vexatious  to  a  proud  spirit. 

^' How  am  I  to  'go  on,'  as  you  cah 
it?  "  he  asked,  turning  savagely  upon  his 
persecutor.  "  How  am  I  to  go  on  if  you 
are  down  upon  me  aheady  like  this,  when, 
so  far,  I  had  been  more  sinned  against 
than  sinning  ?  Pray  what  had  I  done  to 
forfeit  your  esteem  up  to  this  point  ?  " 

''Then  what  do  you  mean  h}'  'We/ 
after  that  poor  girl  arrived  at  Basle?" 
asked  the  Doctor,  not  sorry  of  an  oppor- 
tunity for  bringing  Mr.  Lane  to  the  point 
on  this  subject. 

"  I  am  just  going  to "   began   the 

latter.     Then    suddenly    turning   on   his 
friend  fiercely,  and  flinging  humility   to 
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the  dogs,  lie  exclaimed,  ''  Good  God, 
man!  You  don't  think  I  wronged  my 
own  kinswoman  I     How  dare  yon  ?  " 

In  no  degree  daimted,  the  Doctor  came 
closer,  looked  him  calmty  in  the  face,  and 
said,  *^  Oh,  I  thank  the  Giver  of  all  good 
for  this  warmth  of  yours,  my  Bedford  I 
Now  I  can  bear  whatever  revelation  is  to 
come.  But  a  terrible  suspicion  had  taken 
hold  of  me.  And  I  feared  that  my  affec- 
tion for  you  was  going  to  be  put  to  too 
severe  a  test.     Forgive  me." 

So  in  the  midst  of  Mr.  Lane's  confes- 
sion he  was  called  upon  to  change  places 
and  exercise  the  virtue  of  charity  toward 
his  friend,  and  this  gave  him  courage  to 
proceed. 

He  went  on  to  tell  Phelps  as  deHcately 
as  possible  that  his  cousin's  love  for  him, 
and  her  reckless  self-abandonment  in 
throwing  herself  upon  him  as  she  had 
done,    caused    him    terrible     embarrass- 
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ment;  that,  after  one  or  two  vain  at- 
tempts to  induce  her  to  return  to  Lon- 
don, he  had  proposed  to  marry  her  as  the 
only  way  in  his  j)ower  to  save  her  reputa- 
tion ;  that  she  had  resisted  him  in  this 
design ;  and  that,  setting  down  her 
opposition  merely  to  a  heroic  unselfish- 
ness, he  had  carried  his  point,  and  ac- 
tually made  her  his  wife  before  they  left 
Basle. 

Now,  it  appeared,  when,  according  to 
rule,  they  ought  to  have  commenced 
being  ^'  happy  for  ever  after,"  the  terrible 
part  of  the  narrative  was  to  come,  and  we 
must  let  the  luckless  husband  indicate 
his  own  sorrows. 

*'From  Schlangenbad,  a  pretty  village 
embowered  in  beech  and  maple  woods,  we 
were  one  day  being  driven  to  Scwallbach, 
when  Eleanor  showed  symptoms  of  great 
uneasiness  and  distress.  I  could  only 
account  for  this  by  the  rude  stare  of  a 
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gallant  who  had  just  passed  us  in  another 
open  carriage,  and  whose  eyes  eei*tainly 
had  dwelt  upon  Eleanor  for  the  moment 
of  passing  with  a  look  both  of  recognition 
and  surprise.  However,  I  soon  forgot  the 
man  and  his  impertinence,  and  when 
Eleanor  implored  me  to  take  her  to  Badeu, 
had  no  suspicion  that  she  would  ever  be 
annoyed  by  him  again. 

^*  We  engaged  apartments  on  the 
ground-floor  of  a  secluded  ^dlla,  which 
was  unlike  any  other  house  in  Baden. 
It  had  been  built  by  an  EngHsh  lady, 
and  had  English  grates  and  fenders  m 
the  lower  rooms.  There  was  also  a  front 
garden  with  railings  in  the  English  style. 
The  pubhc  foot-path  skii'ts  these  raihngs, 
and  is  divided  from  the  high-road  by  the 
little  river  Oos.  Eows  of  linden  fn'nge 
both  path  and  road. 

*^  I  had  a  notion  that  Carlsnihe  or 
Stuttgart    would    suit    us    as    a   winter 
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residence,  and  leaving  Eleanor  in  charge 
of  our  good  landlady  (the  person  who 
rented  the  house),  I  went  off  \\ith  the 
intention  of  being  absent  three  day&. 
But  being  delighted  with  Carlsruhe,  and 
wishing  Eleanor  to  see  it  and  help  my 
decision,  I  returned  on  the  second  day. 

^'  The  sun  had  just  set  as  I  reached 
home.  I  was  dusty  and  weary.  I  re- 
member even  now  how  dark  and  cool 
the  little  river  looked  as  I  turned  from  it 
and  hastened  across  the  grass-plot  to  our 
parlour  Avindow.  A  strange  whim  lu'ged 
me  to  plunge  into  the  stream  and  end  my 
days  by  clinging  to  the  roots  of  a  tree 
imder  water.  Not  being  either  distinctly 
imhappy  or  apprehensive  of  evil,  of  com*se 
I  shook  off  the  whim.  A  startled  scream 
answered  my  familiar  three  taps  at  the 
window,  which,  curiously  enough,  was 
shut,  contrary  to  custom.  "Why  did  not 
Eleanor  rim  to  the  window  to  greet  me  ? 
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Again  at  the  parlour  door  I  was  kept 
waiting,  for  it  was  bolted  within,  and  my 
poor  wife  evidently  hesitated  before  open- 
ing it." 

At  this  point  of  the  narrative  Mr.  Lane 
sat  staring  into  the  fire  without  speaking, 
his  teeth  chattering  as  if  ^ith  cold,  and 
Phelps  could  see  drops  of  anguisli  glisten- 
ing among  the  shaggy  locks  on  his  pale 
forehead. 

''  Skip  over  that  and  tell  me  the 
sequel,"  said  Mr.  Phelps,  laying  his  hand 
affectionately  on  his  friend's  shoulder. 

^^  Let  me  see,"  Mr.  Lane  continued. 
^^Five  minutes  afterward  I  was  standing 
over  the  dead  body  of  a  tall,  poweifiil 
man,  who  must  have  been  comely 
enough.  Eleanor,  or  her  shadow,  stood 
by  me  ringing  piteous  hands.  She  had 
lost  the  power  of  speech  fi'om  fright." 

*'Was  the  man  Balbry?"  Phelps  asked. 

^^Yes." 
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''  Were  they  reaUy  giiilty  ?  " 

'^  Yes." 

^'  x\nd  is  it  his  death  which  lies 
heaviest  on  your  conscience?" 

*^  No.  I  had  broken  her  heart  by  my 
obstinate  pride.  She  had  flimg  herself 
away  soon  after  I  left  England,  and  her 
coming  after  me  to  Basle  was  Httle  more 
than  a  desperate  rush  to  escape  from  him 
and  see  if  I  would  not  pity  her." 

*' Still,"  urged  the  philosopher,  *^you 
have  been  terribly  punished  by  your  own 
act  in  having  married  her.  You  have  no 
censure  to  fear  from  me." 

Mr.  Lane  heard  these  last  words  with- 
out clearly  comprehending  them.  Then, 
as  if  Phelps  had  asked  him  again  for  his 
own  indictment,  he  said  : 

^'  She  revealed  the  secret  of  her  own 
bh'th  to  me  in  honour.  I  cast  it  in  her 
face,  broke  off  the  marriage  contract 
between  us,  and  then  left  the  country, 
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leading  her  surrounded  witli  enemies. 
Her  heart  was  broken,  and  I  half  suspect 
her  brain  was  deranged." 

^^  Yet  you  married  her  after  all.  That 
should  have  healed  her  woimds  and  eased 
her  mind." 

''  It  was  too  late,"  Mr.  Lane  sadly 
answered.  ^'  Besides  she  knew  that  I  did 
not  love  her." 

'^  What  and  where  is  she  now  ?  " 

''  A  Sister  of  the  Black  Veil  in  the 
convent  of  St.  Agatha,  at  Ghent." 

^'Sane?" 

"  Usually.  But  sometimes  memory 
overj^owers  reason,  and  she  fails  for  a 
time." 

So  these  two  moraHsts  seemed  almost 
to  overlook  the  fact  that  Mr.  Lane  had 
killed  his  rival.  It  had  been  done  in  the 
heat  of  anger,  and  was  haK  accidental, 
as  the  baronet  had  fallen  backward  with 
his    neck    over   the    rim    of    an   English 
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fender,  and  Mr.  Lane,  having  sprung  at 
his  throat,  naturally  fell  forward  upon 
him  as  he  fell.  The  law  of  the  duchy 
(Baden)  took  no  cognizance  of  the 
accident,  and  it  was  vaguely  reported 
that  the  baronet  died  from  injury  to  the 
spine  incurred  by  a  heavy  fall. 

Yet  it  will  appear  in  the  sequel  that 
Mr.  Lane's  expiation  had  to  be  wrought 
out  with  sighs  and  self-restraint  and  un- 
remitting toil. 
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CHAPTEE   III. 

SOMETHING    WEOXG. 

Five  years  have  passed  since  the  eou- 
fession  which  Mr.  Lane  made  to  his 
friend  on  the  first  day  of  January,  185 — . 
Shortly  after  that  interesting  incident 
Mr.  Lane,  under  the  auspices  of  Dr. 
Phelps,  entered  himself  at  the  coUege  in 
Oxford  of  which  his  fiiend  was  an  orna- 
ment. There  he  resided  for  the  space  of 
about  four  years,  strove  the  academical 
strife,  and  at  length  graduated  there, 
although  no  such  name  as  that  of  Lane 
had  been  registered  on  the  college  boards. 
In  short,  Mr.  Lane  had  ceased  to  exist, 
and  Bedford  Lyte  (in  jjrojynd  persona) 
had  resumed  the  battle  of  hfe. 
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Of  the  sixth  year  one  month  is  gone 
after  those  sixty  months,  and  another 
moon  is  on  the  wane.  The  English 
clipper-ship  Adriatic,  of  three  thousand 
tons  hnrden,  is  homeward  hound,  with  a 
strong  northerly  wind  on  her  larhoard 
quarter,  with  yards  well  hraced,  and 
every  availahle  square  foot  of  canvas 
drawing  its  utmost.  A  magnified  ideal 
racer,  she  rushes  forward,  showing  speed 
and  strength  at  every  stride,  as  she 
reaches  superbly  from  wave  to  wave,  and 
tosses  aside  their  watery  crests,  which 
glitter  about  her  bows  in  never-ending 
rainbows. 

One  little  circumstance  is  noticed  by 
the  soHtary  passenger  who  paces  her 
clean  poop  deck.  To  this  we  shall  pre- 
sently have  occasion  to  refer.  He  is  not 
a  seaman  by  profession,  but  having  an 
artist's  eye  for  the  hull  and  rigging  of  a 
ship,  and  that  mysterious  sympathy  for 
power  vrliich   alwri3'S   exists   in   a  stron^^ 
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man,  he  has  wandered  up  and  down  the 
numerous  wharves  of  New  York,  and 
strayed  among  the  forests  of  masts,  with- 
out experiencing  a  more  hearty  glow  of 
admiration  for  any  vessel  than  for  the 
one  whose  deck  he  now  patrols. 

The  intention  of  this  passenger  was  to 
cross  in  the  Aspasia,  a  large  mail  steam- 
boat which  sailed  a  day  or  two  before  the 
Adriatic.  But  it  so  happened  that  a 
maladroit  little  bird,  an  old  and  famiHar 
companion,  had  escaped  from  the  window 
of  his  hotel,  and  no  considerations  would 
induce  him  to  abandon  it.  No  sooner 
had  the  Asjmsia  sailed  than  the  truant 
(after  apparently  innumerable  fiitile  at- 
tempts) discovered  its  master's  open 
window,  and  calmly  returned  to  its  allegi- 
ance. When  we  record  the  bird's  name 
as  *'  Thomas,"  it  will  not  be  necessary  to 
state  that  the  single  passenger  on  board 
the  Adriatic  was  Bedford  Lyte. 

VOL.  III.  G 
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'^  We  may  be  a  week  longer,"  he  mur- 
mured to  himself,  pacing  the  narrow  deck, 
''but  I  doubt  if  we  shall.  I  should  like 
to  sail  on  a  clean  ship  which  beat  a  dirty- 
steamer.  No  Cunard  or  Collins  could 
pass  us  at  this  rate.  Thirteen  knots  the 
mate  gav.e  by  the  last  reckoning  ;  but  we 
have  been  making  far  more  than  that  for 
the  last  thirty-six  hours,  according  to  our 
longitude.  Let  me  see :  thirteen  knots 
are  just  fifteen  statute  miles.  They  could 
hardly  beat  that.  I  know  the  mail  steam- 
boat I  went  to  Vera  Cruz  in  could  not." 

The  passenger,  though  no  sailor,  was  a 
fair  mathematician  and  navigator,  and 
Captain  M'Leod,  of  the  Adriatic,  was 
anything  but  averse  to  compare  his  longi- 
tude with  that  of  his  passenger  after  then- 
noontide  observations. 

Again  the  passenger  struggled  with 
some  troublesome  compunctions  which 
suggested  that  steamers  cross  the  Atlantic 
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in  shorter  time  than  sailing  vessels. 
^^  She  has  waited  fiXQ  years  for  me,  and 
won't  throw  me  over  for  five  days  now," 
he  muttered,  not  quite  with  a  tone  of 
conviction,  for  a  letter  which  seemed  to 
burn  in  the  breast  pocket  of  his  pilot  coat 
implied  that,  whatever  the  perils  of  the 
•deep  might  be,  at  least  equal  dangers 
beset  his  absence  from  the  coasts  of 
Albion.  ^'Itis  trying  her  too  severely," 
he  continued,  tramping  up  and  down  the 
windward  side  of  the  deck  with  such 
creaking,  angry  sea-boots  that  the  second 
mate,  vainly  trying  to  sleep  below,  men- 
tally consigned  him  to  the  tender  mercies 
of  David  Jones — "  trying  her  too  severely. 
I  always  was  a  brute.  I  have  alw^ays  hit 
my  hardest  where  another  man  would 
touch  most  softly.  I  ought  to  have 
abandoned  Tommy  and  taken  the  Aspasia. 
It  was  madness  to  risk  losing  her  for  a 
tomtit." 
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Finding  no  outlet  for  his  angry  im- 
patience in  any  possible  action,  the  strong 
man  became  rigidly  statuesque,  and  per- 
ambulated the  small  space  with  fierce 
though  silent  energy,  a  moving  petri- 
faction. 

The  wind  freshened,  still  blowing  from 
the  north.  It  was  the  first  mate's  watch, 
and  at  six  bells  (3  p.m.)  he  came  on  the. 
poop  and  gave  orders  for  shortening  saiL 

''  How  do  you  like  the  blasts  of  Boreas^ 
Mr.  Lux?  "  he  facetiously  observed,  and 
furled  the  top-gallant  sails,  the  mainsail, 
and  the  jib,  reefed  the  topsails,  and  so 
made  the  ship  ''snug,"  as  he  called  it, 
under  reefed  topsails,  a  foresail,  and  a 
foretopmast  staysail, 

"  But  she'll  have  to  be  snug g ever  yet 
afore  long,  or  J'm  a  Dutchman,"  cynic- 
ally observed  the  third  mate,  who  was 
steering  the  ship,  being  the  only  man  on 
board  who  could  do  it  singly. 
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Poor  Bedford  was  so  bewildered  by  tlie 
mate's  dark  classical  allusions,  and  the 
relative  merits  of  '^snng"  and  ^'  snug- 
gerer,"  that  his  attention  was  partially 
distracted  fi*om  his  proper  woe  and  fixed 
upon  the  dangers  of  the  deep. 

The  helmsman,  who  evidently  had  no 
sinecure,  though  he  handled  the  huge 
wheel  with  a  masterly  touch,  and  was 
provided  "with  a  possible  ally  in  the 
person  of  a  sailor  who  shambled  about 
to  leeward,  regarded  the  passenger  with 
less  contempt  than  the  sons  of  Neptune 
generally  bestow  on  ^^  land-lubbers."  He 
was  Lyte's  equal  in  size  and  strength, 
though  decidedly  not  his  superior  in  grace. 
Older  than  the  captain,  and  probably  a 
better  seaman  than  any  on  board,  he 
ranked  httle  higher  than  a  mere  ^^  able 
seaman"  in  the  ocean  hierarchy.  Per- 
haps as  he  stood  there,  not  by  any  means 
neglecting  his  duty,  but  unavoidably  look- 
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ing  at  tlie  man  who  passed  and  repassed 
him  so  often  in  his  stern  and  restless 
patrol,  he  saw  in  his  face  and  mien  some 
indication  of  the  struggle  within  him,  and 
rememhered  in  his  own  rude  career  some 
hour  when  his  mind  had  heen  torn  with 
a  conflict  of  fear,  douht,  or  self-reproach, 
to  which  the  perils  of  his  vocation  were 
as  mere  daily  chances.  Whether  from 
previous  observation  or  some  such  present 
reflection,  he  now  looked  at  the  passenger 
with  a  keen  interest.  The  latter  retm-ned 
the  look,  and  gradually  entertained  a 
hearty  respect  for  a  man  of  such  evident 
power  and  gallant  bearing. 

*'  How^  is  it  you  are  alone  at  the  w^heel 
in  such  a  heavy  sea?"  he  asked,  observ- 
ing the  manifest  labour  of  his  position. 

Solemnly  expectorating  behind  the 
wheel,  as  if  he  had  intended  to  deliver 
an  oration,  Mr.  Grays  jerks  his  head 
tow^ard  the  amjDhibious  person  to  leeward^ 
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and  then,  with,  something  between  a  wink 
and  a  blink,  devoted  his  powers  exchi- 
sively  to  the  compass  and  the  helm.  At 
this  moment  another  sailor  brought  the 
binnacle  lamp,  akeady  Hghted,  and 
placed  it  in  its  position ;  bnt  Lyte 
noticed  that  Grays  scarcely  saw  him, 
steering  on  solemnly,  and  considering 
the  access  of  a  lamp  to  the  compass  no 
more  than  we  notice  the  rising  or  glim- 
mering of  a  star  at  night. 

Perhaps  a  little  piqued  at  the  man's 
reticence,  Lyte  stood  and  looked  at  the 
compass  for  a  minute  by  the  new  hght  of 
the  binnacle  lamp,  then  at  Mr.  Grays, 
observing  the  effort  which  his  control  of 
the  wheel  cost  him,  and  then  said,  ""WTiy 
is  she  so  hea^^'  in  hand  ?  " 

The  helmsman  cocked  his  eyes,  shifted 
the  plug  of  tobacco  in  his  mouth,  and 
looked  knowing,  but  tacitly  declined  to 
converse. 
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Eatlier  pleased  now  and  amused  at  his 
persistence,  Lyte  was  withdrawing  by  the 
companion  ladder,  when  the  amphibious 
one  shuffled  up  to  him,  and  with  a  scrape 
remarked,  ^'  Muster  Grays  ee  ^^omt 
spee-uk  at  t'  wheel."  Then  he  shuffled 
away  again,  and  the  passenger  retired, 
wondering  whether  the  apologist  came 
from  Somerset,  Dorset,  or  Devon  shire. 
Thus  even  the  current  of  events  at  sea 
will  serve  to  distract  a  lover's  reverie. 

At  eight  bells,  that  is  at  4  o'clock  p.m., 
as  the  sun  was  sinking  toward  the 
horizon  behind  the  good  ship  Adriatic 
in  a  great  blaze  of  crimson  cloud,  Mr. 
Lyte  requested  the  steward's  boy  (a 
coloured  man  about  fifty  years  of  age) 
to  ask  Mr.  Grays  to  step  into  his  cabin, 
which  that  mariner  shortly  did. 

"You  see,  I  am  anxious,  Mr.  Grays," 
said  "the  passenger  to  the  guest.  The 
reader  will    understand    that    the    third 


SOMETHIXG  WRONG.  89 

mate  liad  no  quarters  among  tlie  gods 
in  this  part  of  the  ship.  Mr.  Lyte  con- 
tinued:    *'I  asked  you  why  she  was   so 

he?iYj  in  hand.    I  am  no  seaman,  but 

Will  you  obhge  me  by  taking  a  nip  with 
me?"  Whereupon  Mr.  Grays  took  his 
noggin  of  rum  hke  a  man,  and  Mr.  Lyte 
took  another,  each  bhnking  at  the  other 
in  true  nautical  style.  ^'  But,  as  I  was 
saying,  you  were  too  busy  to  answer  me. 
Now  why  does  not  the  ship  answer  the 
helm  more  easily  ?  I  am  terribly  anxious 
to  be  at  home." 

*^  You  see,  sh-,"  the  third  mate  repHed, 
*^  she  be  a  sight  too  deep  in  the  toarter,'^ 

So  speaking,  and  mping  his  mouth 
with  the  back  of  his  brawny  hand,  the 
mariner  bowed  and  withdrew. 

**  Another  west-country  man,"  said  Mr. 
Lyte  to  himself,  having  obtained  Httle 
further  information  except  a  confirmation 
of  his  own  opinion.     But  pursuing  Mr. 
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Grays  to  the  main-deck,  and  finding  liim 
hesitating  ah  out  a  favoni'able  moment  for 
making  the  rush  forward,  he  urged  the 
question,  ''Is  there  anything  ^Tong  with 
her?"  he  asked. 

''Best  ship  out  of  London  Dock,"  was 
the  cui't  answer. 

"  Anything  wrong  with  her  cargo,"  the 
passenger  persisted. 

"  Good  enough,  for  that  matter,"  re- 
pHed  Mr.  Grays,  "but  rayther  too  much 
of  it.  Wheat  in  hulk,  you  know." 
Then,  as  the  water  rushed  out  at  the 
lee  scuppers,  he  made  his  advance  gal- 
lantly, and  was  soused  from  head  to  foot 
with  the  crest  of  an  ill-disposed  wave 
which  took  that  opportunity  of  dashing 
over  the  bulwarks. 

"  Poor  old  devil !  "  the  passenger 
calmly  observed,  rather  enjoying  the 
immersion  of  his  taciturn  friend. 

Mr.  Lyte  was   the   only  passenger  on 
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board  tlie  Adriatic.  After  completing 
his  luiiversity  coiu'se  at  Oxford  lie  had 
accepted  an  engagement  to  Mexico  as 
correspondent  of  a  London  review,  and 
was  retui'ning  to  England  h}'  way  of  Xew 
York.  The  dehcacy  which  prevents  a 
passenger  in  every  instance  fi'om  asking 
impertinent  questions  about  the  ship  to 
which  he  has  intrusted  his  hfe  and  his 
personalty  was  in  this  case  doubled  by 
the  fact  that  his  passage  was  a  gratuitous 
act  of  com-tes}'  extended  to  him  by  a 
mercantile  firm  (agents  of  the  London 
owners)  whose  acquaintance  he  had 
made  dming  his  brief  stay  in  the  Island 
City. 

The  circumstance  which  had  attracted 
his  notice  before  Mr.  Grays'  reluctant 
admission  was  the  extraordinary  depth 
of  the  ship  in  the  water.  Even  in  the 
smooth  sea  through  which  they  had  sped 
their  way  for  the  first  few  days  the  water 
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had  continually  gui'gled  in  at  the  scuppers 
on  one  side  and  out  at  the  scuppers  on  the 
other  side,  washing  across  the  main-deck 
in  a  manner  more  conducive  to  cleanli- 
ness than  secmity.  Latterly  they  had 
enjoyed  a  strong  leading  wind,  with  only 
s,  moderately  heavy  sea,  and  though  the 
ship  leaned  over  to  leeward  much  less 
than  Lyte's  previous  experience  had  led 
him  to  anticipate,  yet  now  and  again  the 
summit  of  a  wave  curled  over  her  bul- 
warks and  flooded  the  decks  from  poop 
to  forecastle.  The  poop  and  forecastle 
decks  were  so  lofty  that  they  remained 
comparatively  diy.  But  even  a  lands- 
man could  see  at  a  glance  that  a  vessel 
€ncountering  only  moderate  weather 
ought  not  to  be  half  under  water.  And 
certain  angiy  murmurs  of  the  crew,  to 
which  it  was  impossible  to  remain  deaf, 
had  aggravated  Lyte's  suspicions  of  some- 
thing  ivrong. 
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Already  he  had  ventured  on  a  faint  and 
delicate  hint  to  Captain  M'Leod,  vrho 
had  received  and  hitherto  uniformly 
treated  him  in  the  friendly  spirit  sug- 
gested hy  the  very  terms  of  his  passage. 
The  captain's  testy  answer  to  that  hint 
had  absolutely  convinced  him  of  impend- 
ing danger.  It  was  clear  to  an  unpre- 
judiced observer  that  the  captaih,  being  a 
fifth-part  owner  of  ship  and  cargo,  was 
reluctant  to  admit  the  overlading  of  his 
vessel,  and  yet  was  perceptibly  annoyed 
at  the  avaricious  policy  which  had  over- 
ridden his  judgment  and  sent  him  to  sea 
in  charge  of  an  enterprise  involving  so 
much  property  and  so  many  hves  beyond 
his  own. 

With  regard  to  the  particular  advan- 
tages or  disadvantages  of  "wheat  in  bulk '^ 
as  a  cargo  Mr.  Lyte  had  hitherto  obtained 
no  experience,  and  the  etiquette  of  his 
position  rendered  the  asking  of  any  ques- 
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tions  a  delicate  matter.  Mr.  Grays'  re- 
ticence, added  to  the  captain's  manifest 
testiness,  made  it  clear  that  his  duty  to 
himself  and  all  concerned  now  imposed 
silence  upon  him.  Why  '^  wheat  in  hulk," 
that  is,  in  one  undivided  mass,  in  the  hold 
of  a  sound  strong  ship  should  be  more 
dangerous  than  wheat  in  sacks,  he  was  at 
a  loss  to  apprehend.  Above  the  hold, 
or  ^'between-decks,"  there  was,  as  it 
seemed  to  him,  a  whole  cargo  of  quite 
another  character.  This  consisted  en- 
tirely of  American  clocks,  packed  two 
dozen  in  a  case,  and  also  some  heavier 
oases  containing  sewing-machines.  This 
upper  cargo  occupied  the  region  in- 
habited by  passengers  in  an  emigrant 
ship,  and  had  been  stowed  while  Mr. 
Lyte  was  putting  his  effects  on  board  and 
making  his  httle  arrangements  for  the 
voyage.  The  fi'eight  both  on  wheat  and 
machinery  was  so  high,  and  space  so  valu- 
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able,  that  no  sliij)'s  stores,  and  no  water 
except  in  the  iron  tank  forward,  had  been 
placed  below.  The  main- deck  under  the 
bulwarks  was  lined  with  double  rows  of 
casks  of  fresh- water  and  barrels  of  pro- 
visions fii'mly  lashed  together,  and,  as  it 
seemed  to  the  joassenger,  impregnable  to 
the  assaults  of  ^^ind  or  wave.  The  poop- 
deck,  however,  and  the  forecastle,  though 
separated  by  the  entire  length  of  quaiier 
and  main-decks,  hke  two  islands  with  an 
angry  sea  between,  were  h'ee  both  of 
waves  and  artificial  incumbrances.  In  a 
word,  the  good  ship  Adriatic^  from  mast- 
head to  keel,  was  one  to  cau.se  the  breast 
of  a  landsman  to  glow^  with  admiration ; 
and  despite  her  rigidity  and  unseemly 
depth  in  the  water,  ]\Ir,  Lyte  would  have 
constantly  and  sincerely  thanked  the 
Messrs.  Dearborn  for  giving  him  this 
passage  had  it  not  been  for  a  thesome 
letter  which  kindled  agony  in  his  breast. 
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After  clear  and  bright  weather,  with  a 
fair  or  leading  wind  from  Sandy  Hook, 
they  had  encountered  fogs  off  the  New- 
foundland Banks,  and  were  as  yet  hardly 
clear  of  these  dubious  shallows.  At 
eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  however 
cold  it  might  be,  the  passenger  used  to 
emerge  fi-om  the  cuddy  door,  and  have  a 
dozen  buckets  of  sea-water  j)itched  over 
him  from  the  poop  deck  above.  This, 
far  from  being  irksome  labour,  was  a 
bit  of  fun  for  the  sailors  while  washing 
decks.  With  the  help  of  an  occasional 
chat  with  Captain  M'Leod  and  the 
mate,  and  his  observation  and  calcula- 
tions at  noon,  and  his  perusal  of  some 
novels  purchased  of  Messrs.  Harper 
before  leaving  New  York,  he  m^anaged 
to  pass  the  short  wintry  days,  and 
at  night  would  lean  over  the  taffrail, 
smoking  his  old  wooden  pipe,  and 
fondling   that   quaint  tomtit,  which  had 
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become  so  familiar  with  his  irregular 
hours  as  to  roost  indifferently  by  night  or 
day.  To  his  astonishment  one  evening 
as  he  leaned  over  the  lee  rail  a  hand 
heavy  as  his  own  was  laid  on  his 
shoulder.  He  knew  that  M'Leod  was 
pacing  the  deck  to  windward ;  but  they 
had  not  been  over  friendly  since  his 
inconsiderate  question. 

^^  Mr.  Lyte,"  said  the  captain,  gene- 
rously, ''you  thought  me  a  bit  crabbed 
with  you,  day  before  yesterday,  when 
you  asked  me  a  question.  So  I  was.  A 
man  don't  hke  to  be  catechised  in  that 
way." 

"  I  most  sincerely  apologize,  captain. 
The  truth  is,  I  am  such  a  land-lubber  that 
I  don't  know  how  to  behave  as  a  gentle- 
man on  board  ship." 

'*  Stow  that,  IMr.  Lyte,"  the  captain 
replied.  ''  It  strikes  me  you  won't  act 
otherwise  than  gentleman-like  at  sea  or 
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on  land.  I  may  not  be  exactly  a  gentle- 
man myself,  but  I  know  one  when  I  come 
across  bim,  and " 

^^Pray  stoiv  that,  captain,"  Lyte  broke 
in;  "you  surely  cannot  take  me  for  a 
sham  swell.  I  work  for  my  living  almost 
as  bard  as  you  do,  and  never  bope  to 
travel  with  a  better  gentleman  tban  you 
are." 

"  I  know  something  about  you  from 
Messrs.  Dearborn,"  M'Leod  rejoined; 
"and  my  own  wife's  brother  is  a  fellow 
of  one  of  those  colleges,  though  not  half 
the  man  you  are.  I  ought  not  to  have 
cut  up  rough  with  you  the  other  day. 
I  can  remember  many  a  time  asking  my 
brother-in-law  questions  about  his  col- 
leges and  colleagues,  and  thinking  him 
a  very  httle-minded  man  for  seeming  a 
bit  impatient  with  me  because  I  pushed 
him  with  questions  on  what  was  ABC 
to  him,  but  Greek  to  me.     The  truth  is, 
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I'm  a  kinder  put  out  with  this  overlading 
of  the  ship.  It  was  done  against  my 
judgment,  and  ain't  doing  justice  to  me 
nor  the  ship." 

^*  I  take  what  you  say  as  a  generous 
expression  of  good-wilL  and  confidence," 
said  Lyte ;  ^^  and  if  you  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  putting  it  to  proof,  I  hope  you'U 
find  me  worthy  of  it." 

'^Well,  Mr.  Lyte,  there's  no  saying 
what  may  happen,"  the  captain  replied, 
somewhat  moodily;  and  then  repeated, 
"there's  no  saying  what  may  happen. 
Things  don't  look  so  ship-shape  as  I 
could  wish.  But  I  have  a  rare  good 
ship's  company.  The  three  mates,  boat- 
swain, carpenter,  two  boys,  and  four  able 
seamen  have  stuck  by  me  for  these  ten  or 
twelve  voyages."  Then  turning  sharply 
on  the  passenger,  and  betraying  a  re- 
markable mixture  of  resolution  and  hesi- 
tation in  his   keen   black   eyes,   M'Leod 
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suddenly  asked,  ''  Do  you  hear  them 
growhng  at  all?  " 

For  a  few  moments  Lyte  hesitated, 
with  downcast  eyes,  and  probahly  those 
few  moments  were  sufficient  to  convey 
an  unspoken  affirmative  to  the  skipper's 
ready  apprehension.  But  still  he  waited 
as  if  for  an  answer,  to  prove  his  man  ; 
and  Lyte  said,  meeting  his  eyes  calmly 
and  firmly,  ^'I  don't  walk  about  your 
deck  eavesdropping,  Mr.  M'Leod;  but 
I  don't  mind  saying  that  since  I  have 
seen  how  deep  the  ship  is  in  the  water, 
and  how  stubborn  to  her  helm,  I  have 
regretted  being  your  guest,  for  I  have  an 
object  in  reaching  home." 

"  So  have  I,  Lyte,"  said  the  honest 
seaman,  again  laying  the  heavy  hand  on 
his  shoulder.  "  I  have  a  wife  and  a  Httle 
girl  on  the  coast  of  Sussex,  and  I  should 
be  loath  to  leave  them  for  good  and  all. 
Come  down  to  my  cabin  and  have  a  quiet 
dass  with  me." 
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And  down  the  two  veterans,  the  sturdy 
sailor  and  no  less  sturdy  landsman,  went. 
Before  they  parted  that  night  the  latter 
understood  something  about  '^  wheat  in 
bulk"  and  its  disadvantages,  or  rather  the 
disadvantages  of  those  who  carried  it  be- 
neath their  feet  as  cargo.  Unlike  wheat 
in  sacks,  which  retained  its  position  how- 
ever the  ship  might  lurch,  '^  wheat  in 
bulk  "  was  apt  to  shift  to  starboard  or  to 
larboard  in  some  sudden  lurch,  when  its 
own  mass  and  weight  would  force  it  to 
maintain  that  new  level,  so  hostile  to 
the  well-being  of  the  vessel  in  which  it 
lay,  like  an  imperfectly  digested  repast 
in  the  abdomen  of  a  suffering  giant.  Bat 
if  the  vessel  should  admit  an  insidious 
rivulet  of  water  through  one  of  its 
thousand  seams,  this  horrible  mass  would 
swell  and  swell,  still  refusing  to  move, 
but  distending  its  awiul  bulk  until  the 
sides   of  the   doomed  ship  (forced  open 
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from  within)  gaped  wider  and  wider  to 
receive  the  all-devouring  ocean.  Mr. 
Lyte  had  also  learned  why  American 
clocks  should  be  placed  between  decks 
instead  of  in  the  hold,  and  how  it  was 
that  an  officer  who  was  part  owner  of 
the  ship  he  commanded  was  unable  to 
control  the  tonnage  of  her  cargo.  But 
beyond  and  even  below  these  myste- 
ries he  reluctantly  discovered  that  his 
honest  captain  was  a  secret  devotee  of 
Bacchus. 

At  midnight,  when  the  watches 
changed,  M'Leod  went  on  deck  for  a 
few  minutes  to  leave  his  orders  with  the 
officer  of  the  watch,  and  Mr.  Lyte  ran 
the  gauntlet  of  the  scudding  spray  which 
swept  the  main-deck,  making  his  way 
forward  to  smoke  his  last  pipe  on  the 
forecastle  with  the  man  "  on  the  look- 
out." A  certain  dehcacy  of  feeling  pre- 
vented him   from  even  allowing  farther 
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conversation  on  the  subject  of  their 
common  danger ;  and  when  the  genuine 
British  growler  manifested  itself  in  his 
companion,  Mr.  Lyte  cut  him  short, 
saving,  ''  You  ought  to  have  protested 
before  she  sailed  if  you  saw  anything 
wrong.  The  best  thing  to  be  done  now 
is  for  us  all  to  pull  together,  and  if  any- 
thing does  go  wrong,  to  pull  it  right 
again."  ''  Old  Blowhard,"  as  this  look- 
put  man  was  denominated,  stared  at  his 
companion  in  the  dim  moordight  with  a 
puzzled  wonder,  until,  as  they  approached 
the  after  limit  of  the  forecastle  in  their 
short  promenade,  a  heavy  sea  struck  the 
ship  on  her  weather  quarter,  shaking  her 
from  stem  to  stern,  and  a  considerable 
portion  of  the  crest  lashed  both  their 
faces  with  its  briny  scourge,  bhnding 
them  to  everything  except  the  necessity 
of  self-preservation,  which  they  imme- 
diately recognized  by  clutching  hold   of 
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the  nearest  rope  and  crouching  till  the 
shock  had  subsided. 

'^And  I  should  like  to  know  what  you 
call  that!''  retorted  Mr.  Blowhard,  as  if 
Lyte  had  previously  been  naming  all  the 
animals  in  Noah's  ark. 

^'You  have  more  experience  of  foul 
weather  than  I  have.  AYhat  do  you  call 
it  ?  "  asked  the  landsman. 

''  Foul  weather  2Jidifoul  play  !    Them's 

what  I  call  it.     And  d d  bad  steerin' 

too,  gettin'  her  into  the  trough  of  the  sea 
like  that." 

"  I  could  have  told  that  Mr.  Grays  was 
not  at  the  wheel  myself;  but  what  do 
you  mean  by  '  foul  play  ?  '  We're  all  on 
board  the  same  ship." 

^'But  the  hoivners  ain'tj'  bellowed  Mr. 
Blowhard.  '^  They  gammons  a  man  into 
signing  articles  for  the  return  voyage,  and 
then  loads  her  down  to  the  water's  edge 
to  come  home  in  Febru-airy  acrost  the 
o-cean." 
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^'But  the  captain's  on  board,"  the 
passenger  mildly  remonstrated. 

^*I  didn't  say  as  he  warn't,"  savagely 
retorted  the  mariner.  "Though  he  is  a 
fifth-part  howner.  The  ship's  insured. 
The  cargo's  insured.  'Ee's  insured.  And, 
what's  more,  he  lushes  within  a  hinch ! " 
By  which  latter  laconic  form  of  words 
the  seaman  merely  expressed  his  recog- 
nition of  the  dismal  fact  which  Mr.  Lyte 
had  already  been  constrained  to  admit. 
So  they  parted  in  melancholy  concord, 
and  with  mutual  respect. 

The  Adriatic  being  on  the  port  or  lar- 
board tack,  Mr.  Lyte's  cabin  being  on  the 
larboard  side  of  the  ship,  and  his  berth 
on  the  same  side  of  his  cabin,  he  was 
liable  Hterally  to  tumble  out  of  bed  if 
the  ship  should  lean  overmuch  to  lee- 
ward, or  particularly  if  she  should  luix-h 
suddenly  in  that  direction,  especially  as 
the   steward   in  his  hospitable   zeal   had 
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accommodated  the  guest  with  two  thick 
mattresses,  thus  raising  his  recumbent 
body  almost  to  a  level  with  the  summit 
of  his  bed-board.  As  yet,  however,  the 
ship,  with  a  strong  breeze,  rising  at  times 
to  haK  a  gale,  abeam,  i.e.^  at  right 
angles  to  her  course,  had  sped  majestic- 
ally on  her  way,  deviating  from  the 
vertical  and  horizontal  lines  but  httle 
until  this  evening.  The  mercury,  how- 
ever, had  been  going  steadily  down  for 
twelve  hours  or  more ;  and  though  the 
pale  moon  was  doing  her  best  to  illu- 
minate the  shroud  of  mist  which  hung 
over  the  sea,  other  indications  of  a 
coming  storm  were  not  wanting  to  an 
observant  eye.  '^  Tuck  yourself  in  tight ; 
you'll  have  a  bit  of  a  roll  before  morn- 
ing, if  I'm  not  mistaken,"  the  captain 
had  said  to  him  when  they  parted.  But 
Bedford  Lyte  was  accustomed  to  incon- 
venience, and  only  thought  about  storms 
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and  tempests  as  the  possible  means  of 
delaying  Ids  arrival  at  an  English  port. 
If  only  the  gale  were  fayoiii'able,  it  might 
blow,  so  far  as  he  cared,  until  their 
balance  of  life  or  death  should  hang 
poised  in  the  crest  of  eveiy  billow,  so 
long  as  they  could  only  run  before  it,  fly 
before  it,  outstrip  the  fastest  mail  steamer, 
and  distance  the  very  sea-birds  in  theii' 
flight.  The  only  thing  he  dreaded  was 
heaving  to  and  consequent  delay. 

The  landsman  had  tucked  himself 
tightly  in,  and  was  by  the  exercise  of  a 
strong  effort  gradually  falling  into  the 
arms  of  Morpheus,  when  he  suddenly 
became  conscious  of  a  very  different  fall. 
However  it  may  have  happened,  he  was 
involved,  head-foremost,  like  a  netted 
lion,  among  the  legs  and  lashings  of  the 
long  cuddy  table,  and  the  door  of  his 
own  cabin  was  playing  a  tattoo  on  the 
calves  of  his  legs,  which  proti-uded  across 
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the  space  between  the  table  and  the 
bulk-head. 

Crawling  back  again  ignominionsly  to 
his  retreat,  and  rehghting  his  swinging 
lamp,  Mr.  Lyte  took  Frank  Browne's 
last  letter  from  the  pocket  of  his  pilot 
coat,  and  spent  a  restless  hour  in  reading- 
it  and  poring  over  its  contents.  Fool 
that  he  was  not  to  have  left  America  two 
days  before  by  the  Astasia,  that  fast 
mail  boat  which  always  accomphshed  the 
the  voyage  in  twelve  days,  sometimes  in 
ten! 

The  letter  certainly  contained  much  to 
distress  him;  and  now  that  he  came  to 
look  at  it  calmly,  as  he  said  to  himself, 
but  really  less  calmly  than  before,  he  was 
amazed  at  the  frivoHty  which  had  beset 
him  in  New  York,  and  had  induced  him 
to  let  the  Astasia  sail  without  him. 
Then  his  eye  turned  to  the  innocent 
cause  of  that  delay  with  anger :  perhaps 
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the  first  time  lie  ^liad  so  looked  upon  it 
during  all  those  years.  And  now  the  age 
and  infirmity,  the  unwavering  fidehty  and 
constant  love,  of  the  little  creature,  dis- 
armed his  wrath,  as  it  stood  roosting  on 
one  l^g  in  its  ridiculous  manner,  with 
head  under  its  wing,  like  a  baU  of  fluff, 
on  the  rail  which  supported  the  cm'tain 
of  his  berth. 

^'  Poor  httle  Tom  !  "  he  exclaimed, 
relenting.  *^  True  fiiend  and  faithful 
companion !  And  never  played  me  a 
trick  before  in  all  my  wanderings.  He 
is  getting  old  and  stupid;  and  the  mul- 
titudes of  the  windows,  all  so  exactly 
ahke,  in  the  hotel  confused  him.  No 
doubt  he  flew  to  a  hundred  wrong  ones 
in  succession,  and  found  them  shut,  or 
saw  strange  faces  within,  and  went  back 
disconsolately  to  those  bleak  skeletons  of 
trees,  where  he  would  have  died  if  I  had 
left  him.     Perhaps  the  climate  of  Mexico 
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has    affected    his    brain.      Never    mind, 
Tommy ! 

'  You  and  I  are  old  ; 
Old  age  liath  yet  his  lionoiir  and  his  toil : 
Death  closes  all.'  '* 

Eemarkable  and  almost  superstitious  as 
liis  tmst  in  the  bird's  preternatui'al  in- 
stincts had  hitherto  been,  it  did  not  once 
occur  to  him  now  that  any  benefit  should 
accrue  to  him  from  having  missed  the 
steam-ship  and  sailed  in  this  half-doomed 
Adriatic.  On  the  contrary,  each  tune 
he  read  and  re-read  Frank's  letter  he 
regretted  the  delay  more  and  more,  and 
cursed  his  own  carelessness  for  letting 
the  bird  fly  out  of  window  in  the  midst  of 
a  crowded  city,  and  from  such  a  difficult 
window  to  distinguish  among  others. 

But  before  looking  over  the  distressed 
passenger's  shoulder  and  reading  his 
letter,  we  must  flit  to  other  scenes  and 
incidents  of  an  earher  date. 


(  111  ) 


CHAPTEE     lY. 

HIM  I    WHY,  HDI  ! 

For    a    long   time    past    there    liad    no 
longer  been  any  unpleasantness  between 
the  'Brownes  of  Pedlington  and  Bedford 
Lyte,  as  the  possessor  of  that  once-hated 
name.     To  tell  how  this  happy  reconcilia- 
tion  came    about   is   our   present    office. 
That  epileptic  attack  which  broke  down 
the  resistance  of  the  stui'dy  old  laT\-yer 
on   a   certain   Christmas   Day  some   five 
years    ago   was    followed    by   a    terrible 
prostration    which    at    first    affected,    or 
seemed  to  affect,  mind  and  body.     The 
doctors     (and    we     may    be     sm-e    that 
plenty  of   these  learned  wights  attended 
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his  temporary  coucli  in  Dover)  were 
decidedly  of  opinion  that  this  was  likely 
to  result  either  in  a  very  alarming  crisis 
oj'  in  an  ultimate  tendency  to  yield 
to  a  very  judicious  and  energetic  treat- 
ment extending  over  a  period  of  twelve 
or  eighteen  months.  A  tremendous  gun 
of  the  largest  cahbre  was  telegraphed  for. 
He  came  from  the  metropoHs,  and  was, 
Frank  declared,  only  distinguishable  from 
the  Pedlington  and  Dover  authorities  by 
the  superior  ticking  of  his  pocket  chrono- 
meter, which  was  furnished  with  a  com- 
plete system  of  second-hands,  and  fingers 
indicating  fractions  of  seconds.  After  a 
profoimd  and  costly  consultation  these 
magicians  declined  to  state  which  of  the 
above  results  would  supervene,  or  how 
soon,  or  even  whether  either  of  these 
results  or  anything  else,  would  certainly 
ensue.  But  the  doctor  with  the  great 
watch   and   the  fabulous  fee    hinted   to 
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Frank  that  lie  would  be  unwise  to 
neglect  any  little  documentary  arrange- 
ments (usual  in  such  cases)  while  the 
patient  retained  some  use  of  his  mental 
faculties  and  right  arm. 

Thereupon  all  the  Brownes  were  sum- 
moned, by  telegraph  and  otherwise,  and, 
as  the  custom  of  their  family  is  when  any 
member  of  it  is  about  to  die,  assembled 
from  the  four  corners  of  the  county, 
from  the  hills  of  SmTey  and  the  downs 
of  Sussex.  They  came  fi'om  Pedlington, 
from  Brownleigh,  from  Farfield,  from 
Tiddenden  and  Benterden  and  the  re- 
moter regions,  until  every  bedroom  in 
the  old  Castle  Hotel  at  Dover  was  en- 
gaged for  a  Mr.  Browne.  The  reader 
will  understand  that  these  good  old- 
fashioned  Tory  families  still  patronize 
''  The  Castle."  The  new  and  meretri- 
cious "Lord  Warden  Hotel"  is  for  your 
travelling     Americans,      Eussians,      and 
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Frenclimen,  or  mere   EngHsh  waifs    and 
strays. 

So  about  a  baker's  dozen  of  far-off 
cousins,  including  Uncle  Kobert,  tbe 
head  of  the  family,  from  Brownleigh, 
sat  down  lugubriously  to  greasy  mutton- 
chops  and  damp  potatoes  at  the  common 
table  in  the  frowsy  old  respectable  coffee- 
room.  I  say  lugubriously,  although  a 
grim  hilarity  usually  prevails  on  these 
occasions,  because  a  deadly  feud  existed 
and  ahnost  raged  between  every  member 
of  this  affectionate  group.  Eobert 
Browne,  Esquire,  of  Brownleigh,  had 
especially  infuriated  each  one  of  his 
connections  and  relatives,  remote  or 
near,  by  charging  his  estate  in  order  to 
bestow  upon  that  insidious  warrior, 
Eobert  Browne,  junior,  a  lieutenant  and 
adjutant  in  her  Majesty's  — th  Regiment 
of  Infantry,  an  annuity  of  200Z.  per 
annum.       One    Mr.    Browne,    a    lawyer 
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from  Tiddenden,  devoured  all  his  smoky 
mutton  without  salt  because  the  waiter 
had  placed  the  salt-cellar  near  an  ob- 
noxious young  clergyman,  the  Eev. 
Timothy  Browne,  from  Benterden.  Xot 
even  about  the  weather  would  they 
converse,  although  it  happened  to  be 
execrable,  and  they  were  all  damp :  and 
the  waiter,  who  was  more  or  less  ac- 
quainted with  each  one  of  them  severally, 
made  two  or  three  feeble  attempts  to 
kindle  a  glimmer  of  inter coiu'se  on  this 
pleasing  topic.  The  ferocious  dignity 
with  which  the  youthful  ecclesiastic  said 
his  '^  grace  before  meat  "  alone,  and 
standing  with  folded  palms,  seeing  that 
all  the  others  fell  to  unceremoniously 
(which  they  only  did  to  annoy  him,  each 
being  accustomed  on  other  occasions  to 
the  same  ceremony),  was  a  study  worthy 
of  Hogarth. 

After  this  dismal  repast  they  each  went 
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in  turn,  glided  into  the  dark  chamber, 
stared  at  their  dying  relative,  took  up  his 
unresisting  hand,  held  it  for  a  moment, 
then  dropped  it  hke  a  hot  potato,  and 
shuffled  out  of  the  room  with  an  awkward 
and  guilty  aspect,  as  if  each  one  had  sur- 
reptitiously pocketed  a  silver  spoon.  It 
had  been  stipulated  by  Mrs.  Browne 
beforehand  that  not  a  word  should  be 
spoken.  He  was  not  strong  enough  to 
bear  it,  she  said  ;  the  fact  being  that  he 
had  quarrelled  with  every  one  of  them 
except  Uncle  Eobert,  to  whom  alone  he 
now  gave  his  blessing,  calling  him  a 
*'  dear  fellow."  The  honest  elder  brother 
shed  a  tear  as  he  dropped  the  hand,  but 
none  the  less  looked  guilty  and  uneasy 
as  he  left  the  audience  chamber.  One 
exception  to  the  general  behaviour  shone 
out  in  the  case  of  the  young  clergy- 
man. Long -coated,  severe  -  cravatted, 
smug,  prim,  sleek,  and  cariying  a  book 
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with  a  gilt  cross  upon  it,  he  commenced 
a  pious  address  to  his  dying  uncle. 

*'  Take  him  away,"  gently  observed  the 
invahd,  turning  to  the  wall.  "  Take  him 
away.  I  never  could  bear  the  sight  of 
him." 

And  Mrs.  Browne  led  him  out,  dimly 
conscious  that  he  was  alluding  to  pearls 
and  a  quadruped  not  famous  for  cleanh- 
ness  or  gratitude. 

These  were  Walter  Browne's  funeral 
obsequies.  Yet  it  is  only  fair  to  add 
that  not  one  of  these  gentlemen  expected 
a  shilling  fi'om  him.  Amiable  and  affec- 
tionate each  in  his  own  household,  it  was 
the  habit  of  the  family  to  quarrel  among 
its  remoter  members  during  life,  and  at 
the  portal  of  death  to  di'aw  a  veil  mourn- 
fully over  the  preceding  disagreement. 

The  good  man  had  long  ago  made  up 
his  mind  as  to  the  disposition  of  his 
worldly  affairs.     As  every  wise  man  does, 
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he  made  his  last  will  and  testament  when 
sound  in  body  and  clear  in  brain.  So 
strongly  did  he  feel  this  duty,  that  not 
even  the  severe  calamity  which  had 
befallen  Blanche  would  induce  him  to 
meddle  with  a  will  once  made.  No 
codicils  for  him,  or  chancery  suits  for  his 
family.  Let  Blanche  live  with  her 
mother.  Let  Frank  save  a  remnant  of 
her  fortune,  if  possible.  If  not,  let  it  be. 
By  no  means  let  Frank  prosecute  that 
scoundrel  George  Baily.  His  sin  would 
find  him  out  ;  and  probably  Blanche 
would  forgive  him  in  the  end,  if  the  man 
had  ever  loved  her  at  all,  or  she  him. 
These  were  some  of  Mr.  Browne's  funeral 
observations.     But  not  all. 

Calling  the  family  whose  acquaintance 
we  have  made  in  their  native  town  round 
his  bedside,  he  said :  ^'  There  is  one  repa- 
ration I  would  make  before  I  leave  a 
world   of  blunders,  of  lies,  of  trust  and 
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distrust  alike  misplaced.  I  wish  every 
member  of  my  own  family  now  present  to 
join  in  this  solemn  act  of  justice." 

Janet  here  crept  to  his  side,  knelt 
down,  and  seized  his  pale  hand.  Mrs. 
Browne,  who  was  sitting  there,  made  way 
for  her,  still  bending  over  her  child  and 
her  husband's  hand. 

*'  A  noble  young  man,"  Mr.  Browne 
went  on,  "has  been  calumniated  to  us 
by  one  whom  I  would  speak  of  more 
severely  if  Blanche  had  not  already 
suffered  unjustly.  Bedford  Lyte,  whose 
name  I  forbade  in  my  house  for  twelve 
years,  was  utterly  misrepresented  to  us, 
he  and  his  conduct,  by  George  Baily." 

How  Janet  squeezed  and  kissed  that 
pale  hand,  and  how  Frank's  and  Albert's 
eyebrows  went  up  and  up,  for  neither 
of  the  young  men  knew  yet  who  Mr. 
Lane  was. 

Mr.  Browne  continued:  ''  I  have,  thank 
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God,  been  able  to  sift  the  matter  before 
I  die.  Your  motber  has  in  her  desk 
Lady  Balbry's  written  admission  that  her 
son,  Sir  Thomas,  ruined  that  poor  girl 
who  visited  us  once,  and  whom  Captain 
Lyte  allowed  us  to  call  Eleanor  Baily — 
for  shame  to  his  memory !  " 

Now  Albert's  forehead  threatened  en- 
tirely to  disappear,  so  high  did  his  scanty 
eyebrows  ascend  to  his  glossy  poll. 

'^  She  was,"  resumed  the  sick  man,  ''  a 
prenuptial  child  of  poor  Mrs.  Baily." 

If  he  had  said  Poluphloisboio  Thalasses, 
Janet  would  have  had  quite  as  distinct  an 
apprehension  of  his  meaning.  All  she 
knew  or  cared  to  know  (and  it  was 
already  only  intuitively  known)  was  that 
her  lover  was  going  to  be  justified. 

''  Bedford  Lyte,  poor  fellow,"  Mr. 
Browne  resumed,  "  did  actually  kill  Sir 
Thomas  Balbry  for  ruining  that  girl.  But 
in  the  mean  time — do  you  understand  me. 
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Frank  ? — I  say,  between  the  baronet's 
viUainy  to  the  girl,  and  his  being  killed 
by  Bedford  Lyte,  the  young  man  had 
been  most  basely  tricked,  cozened,  be- 
fooled, into  marrying  the  girl  himself." 

The  stout  old  Briton  fell  back  ex- 
hausted here  ;  and  though  the  great 
revelation  had  not  come,  a  kind  of  pre- 
science, or  at  least  premonition  of,  was 
breaking  upon  them  all.  Although  Janet 
was  no  more  enlightened  than  the  rest, 
her  beha^dour  seemed  to  lead  to  a  true 
solution  of  the  mystery.  Mrs.  Browne 
was  in  the  secret,  and  though  trembHng 
for  her  husband,  was  anxious  to  see  this 
act  of  justice  accomphshed.  She  pre- 
sented him  with  a  wine-glassful  of  strong 
beef  tea,  and  then  another  of  port  wine, 
after  which  he  resumed  : 

^'  If  that  wretched  girl  is  living,  I  say, 
with  sorrow,  she  is  still  his  la^^ul  wife." 

Here    Albeii;,    taking    advantage     of 
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anotlier  pause  induced  by  his  father's 
weakness,  solemnly  interposed  :  ^^  Frank 
and  Eobert  " — for  the  Marauder  was 
there,  but  so  depressed  and  subdued  in 
the  presence  of  this  sorrow  that  all  his 
vivacity  was  gone — "  Frank  and  Eobert, 
what  did  I  say  ?  Wrong  there  toas.  Why 
should  we  loiit  it  all  into  one  scale  .^  And 
again,  I  should  he  sorry  to  see  any  sister 
of  mine  as  easy  toith  gentlemen  as  Miss 
Baily  loas.  Now  you  see.  Who  was 
right  ?  "  But  neither  of  his  former  an- 
tagonists cared  now  to  enter  into  the  lists 
with  Albert. 

Mr.  Browne  continued  :  "  This  brave 
and  generous  though  foohsh  youth  has 
grown  up  a  brave,  generous,  and  foohsh 
man.  Less  than  a  month  ago  George 
Baily,  who,  when  a  mere  lad,  had  entered 
into  tliis  vile  plot  with  his  father,  pro- 
duced what  they  had  secreted  from  the 
captain,   namely,    a   rescript    of    General 
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Lyte's  will,  perfect  and  perfectly  exe- 
cuted. He  offered  this  to  Bedford  Lyte 
for  a  price.  The  young  man  chastised 
him  in  the  presence  of  a  seiwant,  and 
destroyed  this  indisputable  will,  by  which 
he  knew  himself  his  grandfather's  heir,  in 
the  presence  of  three  persons.  By  that 
act,  Janet,  my  dear,  this  young  man,  iii 
the  flower  of  his  youth,  has  lawfully  given 
you  of  his  own  free  will  that  which 
Captain  Lyte  only  gave  you  unla^iully 
on  his  death-bed.  I  objected  to  the  first 
bequest.  I  always  disliked  Captain  Lyte's 
^ill.  This  gift  I  cannot  ca^dl  at.  The 
young  man  is  very  noble — very  noble  !  " 

Poor  httle  Janet,  still  kneeling  deject- 
edly at  her  father's  bedside  and  holding 
his  hand,  in  which  fi'om  time  to  time  she 
buried  her  face,  saw  not  whither  all  this 
mystery  was  tending.  ^'  I  always  hieiv 
he  must  be  a  duck  !  "  she  sobbed — ''  a 
real  duck !      But,  all   the  same,  I  shall 
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give  him  back  his  fortune  when  I  come 
of  age." 

A  faint  smile  again  played  over  the 
dying  man's  face.  He  took  his  hand 
from  hers,  and  laid  it  gently  on  the  beau- 
tiful head  nestling  at  his  side,  on  which 
a  furtive  glimmer  of  sunshine  played  and 
reminded  him  of  the  glad  old  days  of 
Pedlington. 

Again  speaking  with  the  hght  of  that 
smile  on  his  face,  he  said,  ^'You  won't 
beat  that  man  in  generosity,  my  Janet ; 
but  come  now  quickly,  for  I  am  weary : 
ivlio  do  you  think  Mr.  Lane  is  f  " 

This  question  fell  literally  like  a 
thunderbolt  at  the  feet  of  all  present. 
Doubtless  mysterious  combinations  and 
coincidences  had  begun  to  direct  their 
thoughts  in  the  right  groove.  But  not 
one  present  except  his  wife  really  knew  or 
was  prepared  to  divine  the  old  man's 
secret.     He    looked  round   at   them    all 
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with  a  more  benignant  and  joyous  smile 
than  they  remembered  even  in  his  day  of 
health  and  strength.  Only  Albei-t  had 
already  suspected  the  truth,  and  then 
abandoned  it  in  bewilderment. 

"  Him  !  "  cried  Janet  at  last,  defiant  of 
Lindley  Murray,  and  starting  up  with 
blushing  cheeks  and  flashing  sapphire 
eyes.  ^^  Him  !  Why,  him,  of  course  ;  " 
then  she  knelt  down  again,  coaxing  her 
father's  poor  paUid  hand. 

Mrs.  Browne  patted  her  comely,  shapely 
head,  decked  with  its  masses  of  loose 
golden  hair. 

^'Oh,  the  wicJced  Tulijp!''  Nelly  softly 
exclaimed. 
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CHAPTEE  V. 

THE    LAST    FEATHER 

Theee  was  much  sweetness  at  that  time 
to  temper  the  bitter  of  Janet's  trial; 
yet  when  we  recollect  that  though  a  just 
and  honest  man,  utterly  above  fraud  or 
chicanery,  and  steering  his  stubborn  way 
as  well  as  he  knew  how  through  the 
shoals  of  life,  Mr.  Browne  had  systematic- 
ally indulged  his  daughters;  and,  while 
sneering  at  any  enthusiastic  occupation 
for  girls,  had  encouraged  them  both  mth 
purse  and  countenance  in  mere  pleasure- 
seeking  of  an  innocent  kind,  it  would  be 
in  the  last  degree  unjust  to  expect  on  her 
part  any  mature  powers  of  endurance  or 
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self-control.  Puzzled  now  between  Mr. 
Lane  and  Bedford  Lyte,  and  liaving  a 
profound  respect  for  the  man  whom  she 
knew  as  Mr.  Lane,  almost  independently 
of  her  love  for  him,  and  quite  independ- 
ently of  what  she  had  recently  learned  of 
Bedford  Lyte,  she  took  refuge  from  her 
difficulty  in  caUing  her  lover  "  Sir."  This 
was  all  arranged,  of  course,  in  her  secret 
council-chamber,  and  there,  adding  to- 
gether her  reasons  to  respect  the  two 
men,  to  love  the  former  (Mr.  Lane)  and 
to  pity  the  latter  (Bedford  Lyte),  she 
achieyed  a  splendid  feminine  ideal,  and 
called  it  ''  Sir."  There  was  something 
grotesquely  interesting  about  this  inno- 
cent and  lovely  girl.  Those  of  our 
readers  who  follow  up  this  brief  chronicle 
to  its  close  will  be  perhaps  more  in- 
terested in  her  and  in  her  fate  at  its 
end  than  during  its  earher  stages,  and 
will  wish  to  know  somewhat  of  her  mar- 
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lied  life.  But  before  long  we  shall  find 
her,  yielding  to  her  own  ungovernable 
impulses,  in  imminent  risk  of  never 
reaching  the  connubial  epoch. 

It  was  evident  enough  that  '^  Sir"  had 
never  loved  any  one  but  her.  Having,  as 
her  most  truthful  father  said,  been  tricked 
into  marrying  that  wretched  Eleanor,  he 
could  not  now  get  rid  of  her.  Janet  well 
understood  that  a  man  of  delicate  feehng 
would  not  drag  a  woman  from  the  seclu- 
sion of  a  cloister  to  undergo  the  exposure 
of  a  trial  for  divorce.  '^  Well,"  she  said 
to  herself,  ^'I  can  wait.  I  love  him.  I 
adore  him,  my  noble,  my  generous,  brave 
Sir.  And  he  loves  me.  ^  He  was  dazzled 
by  my  beauty ! '  Oh,  how  splendid ! 
Who  else  could  have  said  anything  so 
exquisite?  I  could  die  when  I  think  of 
it.  Oh!  oh!"  These  ecstasies,  which 
would  have  been  pretty  acting  if  vented 
in  public,  were  merely  Janet's  secret 
reveries. 
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But  before  long  all  the  world  was  in- 
dignant with  Walter  Browne,  Esquire, 
solicitor,  of  Pedlmgton;  esjDeciaUy  those 
gentlemen  who  had  secured  the  rever- 
sions of  the  clerkships  to  the  Justices  of 
the  Peace,  to  the  Peddle  Xavigation  Com- 
pany, to  the  Tm-npike  Trust,  to  the 
County  Lunatic  Asylum,  to  the  Peddle- 
boui'ne  Union,  and  to  the  Kent  Conser- 
vative Superior  Hop  Cultivation  Asso- 
ciation, all  of  which  I\Ir.  Browne  held, 
and  continued  to  hold  though  death 
had  knocked  at  his  door  with  bony  and 
impoiiunate  knuckles,  and  though  (what 
was  perhaps  quite  as  important)  Frank 
Browne  had  calmly  stated  that  all  the 
clerkship  might  go  to — some  obscure 
region — for  him. 

But  his  relations  were  even  more 
infuriated,  his  far-off  cousins,  and  remote 
step-uncles  and  nephews,  who  had  eaten 
the  dolorous  mutton  at  Dover,  '-'the  fune- 

TOL.  III.  X 


130  WON   AT    LAST  ! 

ral-baked  meats  "  of  anticipation.  After 
collecting  round  him  all  the  parapher- 
nalia of  death,  robing  himself,  as  it  were, 
in  the  pomp  and  panoply  of  coming  dis- 
solution, and  actually  giving  a  death-bed 
audience  to  his  kith  and  kin,  this  old 
violator  of  conservative  traditions  had 
deliberately  convalesced,  and  had  gone 
back  to  his  clerkships  and  emoluments  at 
Pedlington  just  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
pened. Frank  went  so  far  as  to  inform 
Mr.  Lyte,  of  Baliol  College,  Oxford,  that 
a  certain  great  London  physician's  watch 
had  left  off  ticking,  and  was  expected 
never  to  tick  again,  when  its  proprietor 
became  aware  of  this  recovery.  Had  Mr. 
BrowTie  only  remained  deaf  and  dumb  or 
blind  (let  us  say),  or  imbecile  and  incap- 
able, or  paralytic  in  one  side  and  a  portion 
in  the  other,  or  given  some  such  hostage  to 
death  and  the  doctors,  his  partial  recovery 
would  have   been   endurable.     But  for  a 
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man  ayIio  had  imclertaken  to  give  up  the 
ghost  to  retain  it  in  this  suiTej)titioiis 
manner  was  contrary  to  the  good  old 
usages  of  conservative  society.  Thus, 
a  Tory,  however  stanch,  may  outhve  liis 
o^^TL  reputation.  'Mr.  Walter  Browne, 
hitherto  unimpeachahle,  was  now  a  rene- 
gade from  the  Tory  ranks  of  respectable 
death  in  the  command  of  a  Tory  doctor. 
His  cousin,  the  surgeon  of  Farfield, 
called  him  ''  an  old  body-snatcher." 
The  severe  ecclesiastic  dubbed  him 
"  a  Lazai-us."  And  even  his  own  most 
gentle  and  loving  wife  fancied  that  he 
had  outwitted  and  made  fools  of  a  large 
and  most  respectable  body  of  people. 
But  Frank,  to  his  infinite  credit,  laughed 
all  this  nonsense  to  scorn,  made  fim 
individually  and  collectively  of  the  whole 
tribe,  and  showed  that  some  petty 
motive,  which  he  ruthlessly  exposed 
and  derided,  was  at  the  bottom  of  this 
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peevishness  to  wliicli  every  one  except 
honest  Uncle  Eobert  and  their  own  little 
household  had  become  a  victim. 

Mr.  Browne's  recovery  might  have 
achieved  one  benefit  to.  his  kith  and 
kin.  If  they  could  only  have  combined 
and  consorted  for  any  purpose  under 
the  sun,  they  would  now  have  done  so, 
in  the  glow  of  their  indignation,  to 
abolish  for  ever  the  foolish  custom  of 
clustering  like  vultures  about  a  dying 
relative,  taking  up  a  sick  man's  hand 
and  dropping  it  as  if  it  were  a  hot 
potato,  and  then  sneaking  out  of  his 
presence  hke  petty  larcenists. 

Whatever  his  remoter  kindred  might 
do  or  leave  undone,  all  the  family  at 
PedHngton  returned  to  their  fiHal  alle- 
giance, and  placed  Bedford  Lyte  (the 
man  whom  they  ah-eady  loved,  now  in 
possession  of  a  name  which  they  had 
learned    to    dread)    upon   a    pinnacle    of 
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love   and    esteem.      The   sad  featm-e   in 
the   case   was   that   now,   for   these   live 
years,  he  never  would  come  near  them. 
Dr.    Phelps,    now  one    of   ]Mr.    Bro'^Tie's 
favourites,     had    often    visited    him     at 
Oxford,   and   had   travelled  with   him   in 
Eni'ope.     Captain   Fuller,   who  had   sen- 
sibly transferred  his  affections  to    Xelly, 
frequently   visited   Lyte    at    Oxford,    and 
received    lihn     at    Watermead.       Frank 
visited    him     twice,    at    long    intervals. 
Hubert  twice,  at  shorter  inteiwals ;    but 
to    PedKngton    he    never    came.      "He 
must  have  heard  of   the    disease   among 
the   tulip   bulbs    in    Kent,"    said    Xelly. 
Suns   set ;    moons   waned.      The   former 
rose,  the   latter  were   restored   again,  as 
the  poet  observes.     Then  it  all  happened 
over  again  and  again.     At  last  the  course 
of  nature  waxed  exceedingly  monotonous, 
and  the  social  order  flat,  stale,  and  un- 
profitable  to  Janet.      She  had   no  work 
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to  do,  excej^t  those  everlasting  gloves-^ 
and  shirt  buttons  of  Frank's,  and  certain 
prett}'  httle  needle  tricks  that  will  not 
occupy  the  heart  or  mind.  She  could 
not  (after  the  manner  of  her  kind)  enjoy 
from  time  to  time  the  innocent  excite- 
ment of  wondering,  before  a  ball  or 
j)icnic,  about  some  possible  lover,  and 
regulating  her  own  behaviour  (real  or 
imaginary)  towards  the  mysterious  in- 
connu.  Nor  could  she,  as  an  honest 
girl,  deliberatel}'  ogle,  entrap,  grab, 
strangle,  and  scrunch  the  bones  of  any 
unsuspecting  lover,  as  a  spider  uses  a 
fly,  knomng  all  the  time  that  she  could 
award  him  no  other  treatment  when 
caught.  Novels  were  utterly  vapid  to 
her  perceptions  imless  they  portrayed 
a  character  like  her  ^'Sir;"  if  they 
did  so  it  drove  her  mad  to  read  them. 
And  how  could  she  hve  without  love,, 
now    that    love    had    so    absorbed    and 
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swallowed  up  her  former  life  that  she 
could  not  remember  it,  and  wondered 
how  she  had  dragged  on  her  existence 
fi'om  day  to  day  and  week  to  week  with- 
out it  ?  Yet  not  being  any  longer  able 
to  Hve  without  tliis  elixii-  of  life,  how 
was  the  supply  of  it  to  be  maintained 
within  her?  Woidd  love  continue  to 
subsist  on  one  little  recollection,  hke 
the  widow  on  her  cruse  of  oil  ?  Alas  ! 
alas  !  The  cniet  was  ah'eady  failing — 
had  failed  almost,  and  was  well-nigh 
empty  ;  so  she  thought.  Her  heart 
was  heayj^  and  weary  within  her,  and 
sick  with  hope  deferred  and  sore  with 
vain  regrets. 

To  see  Xelly  loving  and  loved,  as  she 
did  daily  now,  really  and  steadfastly 
loved  by  a  tnie  and  loyal  man  (though 
she  had  rejected  him  herself),  was  mad- 
dening. Xow  that  Xelly  had  occupied 
that  forlorn  fortress,  his  heait,   she  was 
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always  tempted  to  flirt  with  Captain 
Fuller,  fi'oni  sheer  mischief  and  a 
splenetic  desire  to  inflict  a  wrong  upon 
that  obdiu'ate  '^Sn"  who  left  her  to 
suffer  beyond  her  power  of  endiu'ance, 
to  wait  beyond  her  patience,  to  exhaust 
her  fortitude,  to  sin,  if  she  would, 
without  a  word  of  comfort,  support,  or 
counsel  from  his  lips.  And  all  for  what  ? 
Some  sullen  ghost  of  barren  honour, 
some  verbal,  perhaps  legal,  bond  to  one 
whom  he  never  did  and  never  could 
love.  Oh,  how  she  would  like  to  get 
at  that  cruel  woman,  that  Eleanor,  and 
stab  her  to  the  heart ! — drive  the  dagger 
home,  as  she  had  read  in  some  old 
legend,  till  the  haft  stuck  against  her 
ribs. 

It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  at  times 
she  w^as  carried  away  by  a  passionate 
desire  to  commit  this  crime,  and  thought 
herself  in  serious  danger  of  yielding  to 
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the  temptation  and  making  that  homi- 
cidal expedition  to  the  quaint  old  Belgian 
city.  But  vdih  regard  to  Bedford  Lyte, 
she  so  longed  and  gi'ew  sick  of  vainly 
longing  for  him  and  his  love,  that  after 
two  years  of  it  she  would  assiu'edly  have 
thrown  patience  to  the  winds,  abandoned 
all  conventional  restraints,  and  gone  to 
him,  had  she  not  too  clearly  foreseen  how 
he  would  act.  She  would  have  gone  to 
him  and  said,  ^'Here  I  am,  su*.  Here 
is  your  poor  little  Janet,  to  whom  you 
gave  a  foiiune,  but  whose  heart  you 
took  away.  Only  let  me  stay  and  be 
near  you  always.  Do  not  send  me  back, 
sir." 

Not  only  did  she  desire  to  do  this 
foolish  thing,  but  would  actually  have 
done  it  had  she  not  seen,  as  in  a  vision, 
his  calm  relentless  frown,  more  in  sorrow 
than  in  anger,  but  still  immovable  even 
by  her  tears  and  cajoleries — had  she  not 
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heard,  as  in  a  trance,  his  voice  pronoun- 
cing her  sentence  of  banishment,  which 
would  then  have  been  irreversible.  He 
would  have  taken  her  back,  as  cold  and 
hard  as  a  statue  himself,  and  given  her 
u}^  to  humiliation  and  despair.  Yes, 
he  would  assuredly  give  her  up  and 
banish  her  for  ever  on  account  of  that 
ghost  of  barren  honoiu',  that  legal  fiction, 
which  bound  him  to  a  woman  who  was 
not  his  wife.  "For  I  am  his  true  wife," 
she  would  aver  to  her  own  heart,  ''  in 
virtue  of  this  love  that  I  bear  to  him." 
From  this  she  would  draw  some  comfort. 
'^  And  does  he  not  love  me  ?  "  she  would 
ask  herself.  ''Am  I  not  his  own  little 
girl,  to  whom  he  gave  this  splendid 
fortune,  which  I  thought  so  httle  of 
before,  so  much  now?  He  would  not 
give  it  to  any  one  else,  only  to  me. 
Twelve  thousand  five  hundred  pounds  1 
So  much !  why,  the  interest  alone  is  four 
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hundred  and  six  pounds  five  shillings  n 
year,  and  I  have  already  saved  five  hun- 
dred pounds  to  give  Xelly  when  she  is 
married.  He  gave  it  to  me.  He  loves 
me.  I  heard  him  say  so.  I  heard.  I 
was  listening  at  the  door."  Then  she 
repeated  to  herseh'  those  dehcious  words 
which  she  had  overheard  at  the  door  of 
Frank's  bedroom.  That  was  her  one 
luxury,  poor  httle  innocent.  She  had 
not  even  the  green  cotton  lunhrella  now. 
But  she  had  one  little  gift,  only  one. 
How  she  did  treasure  it  !  in  what  a 
system  of  bags  it  dwelt  I  First  leather 
(chamois),  then  one  of  siUv,  then  holland, 
double  and  wadded  between,  then  velvet, 
embroidered  and  fringed  and  beaded,  with 
the  monogram  S.J.  worked  upon  it. 

Frank  had  been  spending  a  few  days  at 
Oxford  with  Ms  friend.  The  days,  few  in 
number,  were  past,  but  not  a  word  of 
Janet   had  been   spoken,    except  in   the 
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first  general  inquiry  about  the  health  of 

^^the  young  ladies."      Since  then  every 

other  member  of  the  Browne  family  had, 

fit  one  time  or  another,  come  on  the  tapis 

and  been  talked  of,  but  Frank  could  see 

that   Janet   was   a   sealed  book    in    the 

memory  of    Lyte.      Just    as    they    had 

seated  themselves  in  the  carriage  which 

had  been  ordered  to  take  the  Adonis  with 

his  morocco  bags  and  valises,  his  canes 

and  his  travelling  wrappers,  to  the  station, 

Frank  said,  in  his  usual  indifferent  drawl, 

^'  Oh,  ah !  by  the  way,  Lyte,  I  forgot  that 

jieiir  cVItalie.     Could  you  drive  me  past 

a  perfumer's  ?     Janet   wants   a  bottle  of 

that   new   scent,    and   all  the   places  in 

London    will    be    closed    when    I    pass 

through  to-night." 

At  the  words  ^*  Janet  wants,"  some- 
thing inside  Bedford's  waistcoat  gave 
such  a  bound  that  a  button  nearly  flew 
off.     Before  Frank  had  finished  his  argu- 
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ment  Mr.  Lyte's  head  and  shoulders  were 
out  of  the  'window.  In  another  minute 
the  carriage  stopped,  and  he  sprang  out 
saying,  ^'  Sit  stiU  and  take  care  of  the 
traps.  I  won't  he  two  minutes."  In 
about  that  time  they  were  again  on  the 
move. 

''Oh  yes.  Tliank  you  very  much. 
How  much  was  it  ?  "  Frank  inquii^es. 

''  Never  you  mind,"  said  Lyte,  abniptly. 
^'  Give  it  her  fi-om  me.  Any  one  can 
give  a  lady  a  bottle  of  scent." 

''  But  it  isn't  every  one  who  can,  and  T 
never  met  another  man  who  would  give 
a  ghl  a  nice  fortune  ;  though  I  have 
encountered  two  or  three  who  would 
tale  one  if  they  could  get  it,  and  put 
up  with  the  girl  to  boot." 

This  was  the  first  intimation  which 
Lyte  had  received  that  the  Brownes 
knew  of  his  generosity  in  destroying  his 
grandfather's  will,  although  he  had  been 
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informed  of  the  change  of  feeling  which 
Mr.  Browne  had  expressed  toward  the 
once-hated  Bedford  Lyte  when  the 
lawyer  was  supposed  to  he  d}ing.  He 
had  feared  that  any  such  knowledge 
would  distress  them,  and  hoped  it 
would  never  reach  their  ears.  But 
Frank  went  on  ruthlessly :  ^'  We  all 
know  of  your  nohle-hearted  generosity, 
my  good  fellow,  and  repent  the  cruel 
injustice  we  had  formerly  done  you. 
But  you  will  do  me  the  justice  to  re- 
member how  heartily  I  wished  Mr. 
Lane  to  marry  Janet,  and  so  recover 
the  fortune  I  wanted  to  keep  fi'om  Bed- 
ford Lyte." 

^^  I  shall  not  forget  it  in  a  hurr}^" 
''  And  I  need  hardly  tell  you  how  I 
wish  it  could  be  so  still.  I  cannot  give 
up  hope.  Surely  you  could  get  a  divorce. 
Janet  is  the  same,  only  more  beautiful 
than   ever.      The   men   rave    about  her. 
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But  I  don't  want  this  feeling  to  consume 
her,  Lyte.  I  care  more  for  Janet  than 
the  money,  though  you  may  think  me 
mercenary." 

The  murder  was  out  now  at  the  last 
moment. 

^^  May  you  not  be  mistaken  about  her 
feeling  ? "  asked  Lyte,  as  the  carriage 
was  checked  at  the  door  of  the  station. 

^'  Xo.  She  tells  me  a  good  deal,  and  I 
see  more." 

When  Frank  had  consigned  everything 
exeept  a  favourite  dressing-case  to  a 
130i*ter,  and  taken  his  ticket,  Lyte  said, 
eagerly,  ^'It  must  be  starved  out,  Frank. 
She  is  young,  and  will  yet  form  a  strong, 
healthy  regard  for  another  man.  It  is 
impossible  for  me  to  drag  tliat  i^ijor 
•creature  from  the  privacy  of  her  convent, 
and  parade  her  old  shame  and  misery 
before  the  world.  And  if  that  were  done, 
I  could  not  marry.     Only  death  can  sever 
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that  bond.  Give  Janet  that  bottle  of 
scent  from  yourself,  and  you  can  j^ay  me 
when  we  meet  again.  The  train  is  oif 
now.     Good-bye." 

Frank  was  borne  away  from  his  bene- 
factor with  a  sore  heart  and  a  measure  of 
anger  in  it.  Frank's  regard  for  Lyte  was 
sincere,  but  he  growled  at  him  as  a 
Quixotic  pedant,  not  being  able  to  rise 
to  the  moral  level  which  was  the  other 
man's  natural  atmosphere.  That  little 
bottle,  however,  was  Janet's  treasure. 
She  had  wheedled  the  secret  out  of 
Frank.  ''  I  love  her,  I  love  her,"  the 
dumb  bottle  seemed  to  say  whenever 
she  looked  at  it. 

The  four  years  of  Lyte's  Oxford  career 
passed  quickly  enough  with  him,  though 
not  without  constant  effort,  as  time  will 
pass  to  a  man  with  manifold  and  absorb- 
ing interests.    It  must  be  a  very  different 
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thing  to  be  a  young  lady  in  a  torpid 
country  town.  First  and  foremost  stood 
his  intellectual  struggle,  in  whicli  he  was 
even  more  strenuously  engaged  than  those 
who  saw  his  exterior  calm  imagined  to  he 
the  case.  This  could  not  and  did  not 
cure  him  of  love,  but  was  so  exacting  to 
his  powers,  and  satisfying  to  that  love  of 
conflict  and  excitement  which  rules  within 
a  strong  man,  as  to  preclude  all  danger  of 
love-sickness.  Not  that  the  possibility  of 
love-sickness  was  absolutely  removed  from 
Lyte's  path,  as  he  would  have  discovered 
in  double-quick  time  had  he  yielded  to 
intellectual  languor.  Often  in  those  sad, 
silent,  sohtary  night-watches,  when  the 
mind  of  a  man  strays  from  its  nearer 
interests  and  goes  back  pitifully  to  those 
dearer  ones  which  are  as.  lost,  the  memory 
of  Janet  Browne,  endued  with  that  iiTe- 
sistible  fascination  which  had  mastered 
him  in  former  days,  came  and  stood  be- 

VOL.  III.  L 
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fore  Jiim  in  all  its  old  power  of  beauty 
and  sweetness.  Sooth  to  say,  at  those 
times  the  strong  man  was  nearly  over- 
come. The  vision  would  appear  before 
him  as  the  fair  girl  herself  had  done  on  a 
certain  night  in  the  little  tea-room  during 
her  mother's  evening  party.  Silently  it 
always  seemed  to  stand  and  appeal  to 
him  by  its  aspect.  Yet  did  he  never 
forget  that  her  voice  in  speaking  was  low 
and  sweet,  like  the  breath  of  summer 
among  dewy  leaves.  But  with  all  his 
might  he  would  put  these  visions  away 
from  him,  and  force  his  mind  into  its 
wonted  groove,  and  urge  it  along  with 
the  power  of  his  trained  will,  until  these 
images  were  chased  away  from  the  retina 
of  his  imagination  and  the  danger  past. 
How  different  it  was  perforce  with  her  ! 

Then,  in  addition  to  his  studies,  and  in 
wholesome  rehef  of  the  strain  upon  his 
mental  faculties,  Bedford  Lyte  had  his 
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boating,  swimming,  and  running   to  oc- 
cupy much   time  and  attention,  to  call 
into  action  and  expend  much  superfluous 
energy,  and  afford  a  useful  vent  for  the 
enthusiasm  of  his  disposition.     Being  a 
large   and  powerful  man,    as   well   as   a 
skilful  oarsman,  he   rowed  for   the   first 
year  as  No.  4  in  his  college  eight-oared 
boat,  which  gained  several  places  on  the 
river  during  the  college  races.     The  next 
year  he  was  picked  out  of  his  own  boat 
on  account  of  his  splendid  style  and  great 
strength  to  row  No.  4  in  the  second  uni- 
versity   boat,    which    was    preparing    to 
supplement   any   gaps  in  the  fii'st  boat, 
then    training    for   the   great   race   with 
Cambridge.      At    first    he   declined   this 
honour,  but,  being  pressed,  acceded  to 
the  wishes  of  his  friends  merely  to  assist 
in    perfecting   the    second   or   subsidiary 
boat.      At   the   same  time  he   positively 
asserted  that  in  no  case  would  he  join  the 
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racing  crew.  After  about  four  weeks  of 
trainiiig,  however,  he  found  his  mind 
rather  invigorated  than  exhausted  by  the 
severe  physical  exercise  and  the  enforced 
regular  hours,  and  having  measured  out 
his  bookwork,  and  found  that  he  could  do 
as  much  as  before,  ceded  that  point.  The 
No.  4  originally  chosen  for  the  fii'st  boat, 
a  man  his  equal  in  style  and  strength, 
but  younger  and  less  vigorous  in  consti- 
tution, began  to  spit  blood,  as  is  often 
the  case  under  a  too  severe  trial  of  the 
powers  of  endurance.  So  Bedford  Lyte 
went  into  the  racing  crew,  and  rowed  in 
two  successive  years  in  the  great  univer- 
sity race  on  the  Thames. 

Being  thus  in  good  bodily  condition, 
the  men  of  his  college,  who  were  proud  of 
their  champion,  urged  him  to  enter  for 
the  university  athletic  sports,  in  which 
he  more  than  once  gained  distinction  for 
himself  and  them.     The  training  neces- 
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sary  for  these  exploits,  which  occasionally 
proves  too  severe  for  a  minor,  whose  vital 
energy  may  not  be  equal  to  his  muscular 
strength,  was  really  of  permanent  service 
to  Lyte,  both  intellectually  and  physically. 
It  obhged  him  to  abandon  that  pernicious 
habit  of  working  at  night  into  which  he 
had  fallen,  and  habituated  him  to  a  simple, 
regular  dietetic  system,  besides  endowing 
him  with  a  hearty  and  unfailing  appetite. 
All  these  things  are  inimical  to  any  ex- 
cesses of  a  fertile  imagination. 

But  we  should  hardly  have  entered  so 
fully  into  these  retrospective  details  were 
it  not  that  these  distinctions,  even  more 
perhaps  than  the  academical  honours 
gaiued  by  her  hero,  brought  the  name 
of  Bedford  Lyte  m  all  its  glory  so  con- 
tiQually  before  Janet  as  to  keep  her  in 
a  kind  of  intermittent  fever  of  enthusiasm 
and  suspense.  For  weeks  before  a  uni- 
versity boat-race  she  would  wear  nothing 
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but  Oxford  blue.  Before  tbe  great  event 
came  off  she  could  have  laid  yiolent 
hands  on  any  person  who  sported  the 
paler  (Cambridge)  hue.  After  each  of 
her  hero's  victories  she  would  subside 
into  a  week's  delicious  security,  and  take 
to  her  bosom  any  acquaintance  who  had 
been  interested  in  the  losing  boat.  She 
made  Frank  subscribe  to  the  Oxford 
Chronicle y  from  which  paper  and  from  the 
Times  she  would  cut  out  every  para- 
graph which  chronicled  the  name  and 
achievements  of  her  lover.  Though  ter- 
ribly jealous  of  all  these  pursuits,  which 
she  was  shrewd  enough  to  perceive  must 
keep  his  faculties  pretty  well  occupied 
without  hankering  after  her,  yet  she 
gloried  in  his  triumphs  a  thousand  times 
more  than  if  they  had  been  her  own,  and 
would  go  and  sit  with  poor  old  Graves 
(who  was  failing  fast,  having  received  his 
death-blow  from  the  opening  and  conse- 
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cration  of  the  Pedlington  Cemetery),  to 
wliom  she  would  explain,  as  well  as  she 
could,  the  meaning  of  it  all,  and  upon 
whom  she  bestowed  enough  tobacco  to 
last  him  for  another  threescore  years  and 
ten. 

^^  I  can't  make  it  out  nohow,"  Tobias 
would  say,  when  his  bewildering  little 
visitor  had  taken  herself  off.  "  She 
carries  on  as  if  master  had  given  up  his 
learning  and  turned  waterman.  And 
this  'ere  baccy  ain't  like  what  master's 
baccy  was.     Times  is  sadly  altered." 

But  for  Janet,  whatever  '^Sir"  did 
was  glorious  and  splendid  in  her  eyes, 
though  the  doing  it  might  weaken  her 
hold  upon  his  memory.  She  Hterally 
despised  all  other  men  in  her  mental 
comparison  of  them  with  him,  and  be- 
Heved  him  to  be  the  most  profound 
scholar  and  peerless  Paladin  who  ever 
dazzled  a    benighted  world.      Moreover 
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— and  this  was  the  most  delicious  as- 
surance of  all — she  knew  that  if  he  was, 
in  his  romantic  sense  of  honour,  de- 
priving her  even  of  his  friendship  and 
fraternal  regard,  it  was  not  because  any 
other  girl  had  fascinated  or  could  fas- 
cinate him.  Of  this  she  was  absolutely 
certain.  He  only  kept  away  because 
her  spell  upon  him  was  too  potent, 
because  he  was  afraid  of  loving  her 
'^not  wisely,  but  too  well." 

Before  every  long  vacation  and  every 
Christmas  vacation  went  forth  a  kind 
and  friendly  invitation  from  the  Browne s 
of  Pedlington  to  the  Oxford  student. 
Yet  he  never  came.  Frank  went  to  him 
twice  during  those  four  years,  Hubert 
went  to  him  twice,  and  each  brought 
back  little  crumbs  of  comfort  for  Janet. 
She  had  formed  quite  an  attachment  for 
Dr.  Phelps,  too,  and  that  genius  contrived 
to  impart  some  morsels  of  gratification 
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and  relief  to  her  weary  spiiit.  Just  after 
passing  his  Sandhurst  examination  and 
being  gazetted  to  a  regiment,  Berty  had 
rushed  up  to  Oxford,  brimful  of  his  good 
news.  Not  finding  Mr.  Lane  (as  he  still 
called  his  old  friend)  in  his  sitting-room, 
he  burst  into  the  bed-room,  where  it  so 
happened  that  the  triptych  under  the 
crucifix  was  open,  and  aiTCsted  his  atten- 
tion. The  skulls,  the  pickled  stomach, 
and  the  preserved  brain  were  gone,  and 
a  very  beautiful  picture  had  usurped 
their  place.  This  painting  malgre  lui 
arrested  his  attention,  and  he  stood 
before  it  transfixed  with  admiration  and 
astonishment  and  dehght.  His  host 
surprised  him  before  it.  Ingenuously 
blushing,  Hubert  apologized  for  being 
in  the  bedi'oom,  and  explained. 

''What  do  you  think  of  it?"  asked 
Bedford. 

''Exact!  wonderful!"  exclaimed  Hu- 
bert. 
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^'Why,  my  dear  boy,  it's  the  Blessed 
Virgin !  " 

^'  Oh !  "  cried  the  youthful  warrior, 
perplexed.  But  on  his  return  to  Ped- 
lington  he  told  Janet  what  he  had  seen, 
swore  it  was  a  likeness  of  her,  pure  and 
simple.  "And  flatters  you  most  di- 
vinely," he  added. 

Janet  was  in  ecstasies.  "  Where  did 
he  get  it  ?  Who  did  it  ?  What  a  duck 
the  artist  must  be !  When  could  he 
have  seen  me?     But  is  it  really  like?" 

"  To  answer  a  few  dozen  of  your 
questions  in  a  bunch,"  Berty  rejo"ned : 
"  the  artist  never  saw  you,  but  conceived 
the  idea  hterally — so  Mr.  Lane  assured 
me — and  painted  head  and  hair  and  all 
that  while  it  was  fresh  in  his  mind's 
eye,  intending  to  fill  in  the  accessories 
and  sell  it  to  a  monastery  as  a  picture 
of  the  Virgin  Mary.  But  Mr.  Lane  saw 
it  on  his  easel  (in   Dresden,  I  think  it 
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^as)  and  bouglit  it.  And  a  pretty  sum 
he  gave  for  it,  I  expect." 

Mr.  Browne,  wlio  liad  almost  entirely 
recovered  his  own  vigour,  entertained  an 
increasing  respect  for  the  young  man 
whom  he  had  once  abhorred,  thinking  it 
both  wise  and  generous  of  him  to  persist 
in  refusing  the  invitations  which  he  still 
thought  proper  to  have  sent  twice  each 
year  without  fail.  To  one  Lyte  would 
write  and  say  he  was  in  rigid  training 
for  some  Corinthian  games,  and  would 
be  executed  by  lynch-law  if  he  dared  to 
move  from  Oxford ;  to  another,  that  only 
the  day  before  its  receipt  he  had  engaged 
to  go  on  the  Continent  with  a  friend,  or 
on  a  walking  torn-  in  Wales,  or  some- 
where, and  with  some  purpose  incom- 
patible with  a  visit  to  Kent. 

All  this  time,  however,  Eleanor  Baily, 

as   they  still   called  her   in   their  secret 

,  conclave,  was  aKve,  and  it  was  therefore 
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right  and  honourable  on  the  part  of  her 
unfortunate  husband  to  keep  away  from 
another  young  lady  whose  charms  had 
already  proved  too  much  for  him.  But 
by  a  strange  and,  as  it  at  first  seemed 
to  Janet,  by  a  providential  coincidence, 
in  the  very  week  after  Bedford's  final 
examination  at  Oxford,  while  he  and  all 
his  friends  were  waiting  in  breathless 
suspense  for  the  lists  to  be  issued  and 
his  academical  fate  made  known,  news 
of  Eleanor  B ally's  death  in  the  nunnery 
in  Belgium  came  to  Pedlington.  Mr. 
Browne  would  have  concealed  it  a  while, 
but  Miss  Lyte  wrote  to  Janet  and  told 
her  with  a  crow  of  deHght.  Then  the 
class  hsts  appeared,  and  Bedford  Lyte 
wsis  facile  princeps,  the  Senior  Classic  of 
his  year,  thus  verifying  Martin's  ancient 
avowal  that  ^*  Mr.  Lane"  was  ^^no  end 
of  a  scholar."  That  young  gentleman, 
who   had    faithfully   adhered  to   his   old 
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master,  and  made  fair  progress  in  the 
face  of  his  difficulties,  was  enrolled 
among  the  third  class  in  classical 
honours. 

Janet  was  in  a  flutter  of  expectation. 
Would  he  come  at  last?  Not  Martin. 
She  knew  too  well  that  Martin  would 
come.  He  still  worshipped  the  boards 
on  which  she  capered  with  '^the  light 
fantastic  toe;"  for  Janet  had  continued 
to  appear  at  balls,  though  with  a  some- 
what forlorn  and  Lenten  aspect.  Martin 
came,  flushed  with  his  virgin  honours, 
to  lay  them  at  her  feet,  but  ''Sir" 
neither  came  nor  wrote.  "  They'll  give 
him  a  fellowship  now,  you  know.  They 
want  to  have  him  for  classical  lecturer," 
said  Martin.  Janet  stamped  and  blushed 
and  fi'owned.  She  wouldn't  take  the 
heir  of  Plumstead  Manor,  with  his  third 
class.  She  wanted  the  Senior  Classic, 
and  the  biggest   man  in   the   university 
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boat.  But  ''those  honid  old  frumps" 
did  make  Mr.  Lyte  a  fellow,  and  offered 
him  the  lectureship,  which  he  decHned, 
and  went  incontinently  off  to  Mexico  as 
a  war  correspondent.  This  was  the 
climax  of  Janet's  woe,  the  last  feather 
which  broke  the  camel's  back. 
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Now  the  biggest  man  in  the  victorious 
Oxford  University  boat  raged  and  fretted 
in  his  diminutive  cabin,  smoking  many 
pipes  in  supreme  defiance  of  Captain 
M^Leod,  and  reading  this  horrid  letter 
of  Frank's  by  his  surreptitious  lamp, 
until  it  drove  him  wild.  Not  a  word 
had  he  written  to  or  heard  from  the 
Brownes  during  his  year's  exile  in 
America.  Poor  Martin,  in  the  innocence 
of  his  unsuspecting  heart,  aud  glowing 
with  delight  at  some  httle  favour  which 
Janet  in  her  weariness  had  extended  to 
him,  had   said  to   his  old   tutor,    during 
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their  last  term  at  Oxford,  words  which 
had  induced  the  latter  to  think  she  had 
tacitly  accepted  his  younger  rival.  And 
it  must  be  remembered  that  he  had  done 
his  utmost  to  destroy  her  regard  for  him. 
So  when  the  news  of  Eleanor's  death 
reached  him,  it  only  affected  him  with 
a  tender  and  most  charitable  melancholy. 
Of  Janet  and  Martin  he  fervently  ejacu- 
lated ^'  God  speed  them  both  ! "  and  went 
on  his  dreary  way  to  a  country  where  he 
knew  that  life  was  cheaply  held ;  for  on 
proposing  to  insure  his  own  at  a  first-rate 
office,  it  had  been  courteously  declined; 
^^the  risks  in  Mexico  at  the  present 
crisis,  and  under  the  present  state  of 
affairs,  being  so  manifold."  Nevertheless 
the  seductive  secretary  hoped  they  should 
see  him  back  safe  and  sound,  and  that  he 
would  wish  to  renew  his  proposition  after 
having  evaded  the  dangers  of  war  in  such 
a  savage  and  unhealthy  region. 


:max  ovkuboaih).  IGl 

It  was  the  trifling  episode  of  his  con- 
versation with  Martin  which  induced  him 
so  suddenly  to  accept  this  engagement, 
and  to  maintain  for  so  long  an  unbroken 
silence  with  his  friends  in  Pedlington. 
He  honestly  wished  Janet  to  he  free  to 
make  and  retain  her  ovni  choice,  and 
feared  that  anything  approaching  to  an 
advance  on  his  part,  now  that  he  was 
free,  would  seem  like  claiming  her  on  the 
score  of  his  generosity,  and  of  the  pre- 
vious love  passage  between  them. 

But  when  the  stormy  year  of  his  cam- 
paigning was  di'aT\'ing  to  a  close  he  WTote 
to  Frank  from  Mexico,  announcing  his 
return  by  way  of  Yera  Cruz  and  Xew 
York,  and  casually  remarking  that  he 
sujDposed  he  should  have  to  congratulate 
Janet  and  Martin  on  his  arrival.  The 
letter  in  his  hand  was  a  brief  answer 
from  Frank,  received  thi'ough  his  agents 
in  New  York,  sa}dng  how  glad  they  all 
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had  been  to  see  his  handwriting  again, 
how  much  more  glad  they  would  be  to 
see  his  face,  and  expressing  his  astonish- 
ment that  he  had  not  written  before  leav- 
ing England,  or  for  so  many  months  since. 
As  to  the  bit  of  badinage  about  Martin 
and  Janet  (Frank  said),  of  course  she 
could  not  help  poor  Martin's  persistent 
folly.  But  they  all  liked  him  well 
enough,  and  thought  he  w^as  really 
enamoured  of  some  poetical  ideal,  and 
had  chosen  Janet  to  impersonate  this. 
Alas  !  how  often  is  this  indeed  the  case  ! 
Frank  proceeded  to  say  that  ever  since 

Lyte's  articles  had  appeared  in  the 

Beview,  that  periodical  had  entirely 
supplanted  the  Oxford  Chronicle,  and 
the  whole  family  had  grow^n  quite  learned 
in  the  geography  and  current  military 
and  pohtical  history  of  ''  The  Latin 
Empire."  Then  in  a  postscript  Frank 
added :    ^'  The  sooner  you  turn   up,  my 
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dear  fellow,  the  better.  A  certain  person, 
who  has  now  arrived  at  years  of  dis- 
<jretion,  is  becoming  rather  more  cracked 
than  discreet ;  and  I  really  don't  know 
what  may  not  happen  if  the  state  of 
suspense  is  protracted.  She  says  now 
that  she  knows  yon  won't  come  home,  but 
will  stay  in  Xew  York.  I  wonder  whether 
you  will  have  stumbled  across  your  old 
enemy  George  Baily  at  New  York.  Pro- 
bably not.  But  it  seems  he  has  fallen 
upon  his  legs  in  the  United  States ;  and 
though  he  is  a  degraded  man  noAv,  I  must 
do  him  the  justice  to  say  that  he  has 
scraped  together  and  returned  the  five 
hundi-ed  poimcls  put  by  for  Hubert,  of 
which  he  had  (to  the  best  of  our  belief) 
defi-auded  the  Governor.  He  has  had 
tlie  impudence  to  write  to  Blanche  and 
ask  her  to  join  him  out  there.  \Ye  all 
oppose  the  idea ;  but  there  is  no  knowing 
what    a   woman   may  not    do  in   such  a 
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case.  I  suj)pose  you  do  not  know  that 
Nellj^  is  to  be  married  to  Fuller  on  the 
1st  of  February,  and  that  they  sail  for 
Canada  about  a  week  after  the  wedding." 
It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that,  while- 
the  paragraph  in  the  body  of  the  letter 
which  repudiated  any  idea  of  Martin's 
success  would  by  itself  have  been  a 
soui'ce  of  delight  to  our  returning  exile,, 
that  passage  in  the  postscript  alarmed  and 
agitated  him.  Why  was  not  Frank  more 
explicit  ?  What  could  he  mean  ?  One 
thing  was  evident  now  beyond  a  doubt. 
Janet  had  been  constant  to  him  even 
imder  the  cniel  blow  of  his  departure^ 
without  a  word  of  encouragement  spoken 
or  written,  after  she  had  heard  of  his 
freedom.  But  now,  at  length,  Frank 
feared  something  from  the  protraction 
of  her  susi)ense.  He  was  not  a  man  to 
sjDcak  prematurely.  What  was  it  that 
he  feared?     Was  she,  in    anger   or   de- 
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spaii',  about  to  throw  herself  away  upon 
some  man  whom  she  did  not  love  ? 
Or  was  her  health  gmng  way  imder  the 
strain  ? 

Well  Lyte  remembered  that  two  or 
three  years  previously  Frank  had  hinted 
that  this  passion  was  "  consuming  her." 
It  was  dming  the  short  conversation 
which  arose  between  them  apropos  of 
the  bottle  of  peifame.  But  in  the  long 
interval  which  had  elapsed  since  then  he 
had  persistently  tried  to  starve  out  that 
regard  of  hers,  not  anticipating  his  o^\ti 
freedom,  and  since  knowing  of  his  own 
release  had  pursued  his  former  plan  in 
order  to  leave  lier  free.  But  now  it 
appeared  that  she  had  never  wavered, 
and  was  suffering  past  endurance  from 
his  seeming  inconstancy.  Oh  I  if  she 
could  only  read  his  true  heart,  and  see 
how  she  was  cherished  there  !  Sm'ely, 
Bedford  Lyte  insisted  to  himself,  as  some 
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millions  of  lovers  have  doue  before,  uo 
woman  was  ever  so  singly  and  j^iirely 
worshi]3ped  as  she  had  been  in  that 
secret  shrine.  Nor  was  he  very  far  wrong. 
The  man  had  loved  the  girl  with  more 
devotion  than  many  girls  have  lavished 
upon  them  in  this  degenerate  age.  He 
had  proved  it  too,  though  after  a  fashion 
little  likel}'  to  have  yielded  her  much 
comfort  hitherto. 

Should  he  find  her  thin  and  wasted,, 
with  her  beaut}'  half  gone,  her  radiance* 
dimmed  ?  Almost  he  hoped  it  might  be 
so,  that  he  might  prove  how  far  ahove 
such  mortal  chances  was  his  mature 
love  for  her.  He  thought  of  Osseo 
and  Owenee  the  faithful,  and  declared 
solemnly  to  himself  that  if  his  Janet 
had  become  "  wrinkled,  old,  and  ugly," 
as  did  Owenee,  he  would  still  be  true^ 
as  Osseo  was ;  and  doubtless  he  would 
have  been  so.    There  are  some  men  wha 
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can  only  love  once,  though  as  hoys  they 
might  have  slipped,  as  Lyte  had  done. 
Yet  had  he  possessed  twelve  milhons  of 
gold  doubloons  instead  of  twelve  hundred 
pounds  (to  which  sum  his  little  savings 
amounted),  he  would  have  given  every 
fraction  of  it,  without  a  murmur,  to  save 
her  beauty — so  far  in  his  eyes  was  it 
beyond  every  som'ce  of  actual  or  possible 
delight  which  he  had  ever  known. 

As  he  fumed  and  fretted,  the  sea  rose 
higher,  and  the  wind  raged  more  fiercely 
in  fitfiil  and  sudden  gusts.  Every  half- 
horn-  the  mate  had  been  shoi*tening  sail 
during  the  last  watch.  It  was  now  four 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  blowing  a 
strong  gale.  The  ship,  no  longer  steady 
and  upright,  at  times  careened  over  to 
leeward,  then  righting  again  with  a 
heavy  lurch,  appeared  to  suffer  a  strain 
through  her  whole  body,  as  though  the 
knees  and  joists  were  parting  company. 
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and  the  ocean  about  to  pour  in  and  engulf 
them. 

As  eight  bells  struck,  the  mate  thun- 
dered at  the  captain's  door.  That 
mariner  enjoyed  profound  slumbers  under 
the  most  agitating  circumstances,  and 
had  already  confided  to  Mr.  Lyte  that 
he  could  sleep  *^till  the  crack  of  doom," 
if  he  only  once  got  '^  soundly  off  in  a  gale 
of  wind." 

Being  aware  of  this  idiosyncrasy  on  the 
part  of  his  commander,  Mr.  Jones  (a 
small  but  sturdy  mariner)  pounded  away, 
regardless  ahke  of  knuckles  and  panels. 

*^  What  now?  "  roared  the  captain  from 
within. 

^^Blowin'  a  gale,  sir,"  bellowed  the 
officer. 

**  Have  you  made  her  snug  ?  "  (from 
within). 

''  Ay,  ay,  sir." 

^^  How's  her  head?" 
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^' East-node-east"  (in  Mr.  Jones's  sten- 
torian conventional). 

*^ How's  the  wind?  "  (from  ^itliin). 

'*  No-ode  "  (still  more  stentorian  and 
conventional). 

''Then  let  it  blow!  "  (from  within). 

This  dialogue,  rude,  and  almost  hor- 
rible as  it  may  seem,  in  the  face  of 
danger  impending  over  the  lives  of  so 
many  persons,  who  were  ionocent  of  the 
craft  and  avarice  which  had  actuated 
the  owners,  rather  inspii-ed  the  passenger 
with  confidence  in  the  captain.  Evi- 
dently, even  when  half  drunk  and  half 
asleep,  he  could  follow  up  an  idea 
through  its  legitimate  stages,  and  form 
a  conclusion  which,  though  rash,  was 
based  upon  the  satisfactoiy  evolution  of 
that  idea. 

But  Mr.  Jones  was  equally  worthy  of 
respect,  and,  moreover,  was  sober.  After 
a  pause,  during  which  the  plunging  and 
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lurching  of  the  ship  indicated  great  diffi- 
culty in  steering  her  on  the  present 
course,  he  again  thundered  at  the  cap- 
tain's door. 

^' What  now-ow-ow?  "  roared  the  angry 
commander. 

''Blowin'  terrible  hard,  sir,"  bellowed 
the  mate. 

^'  So  it  was  last  time  you  came  kickin' 
up  a  row  here,"  retorted  the  captain,  who 
supposed  he  had  been  asleep  for  a  whole 
watch  (four  hours)  since  the  last  disturb- 
ance. ^' How's  her  head?  "  he  continued^ 
yawning  terribly. 

^'  East-node-east,"  as  before. 

^' How's  the  wind?" 

*'  No-o-ode ! "  louder  than  Boreas  itself. 

'*  Then  let  it  blow,  and  et  caetera," 
dimly  audible. 

*' We'd  better  heave  her  to,  sir,"  roared 
Mr.  Jones. 

At  this  outrageous  breach  of  discipline, 
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Captain  M'Leod,  looking  like  the  pictures 
of  sanguinary  buccaneers  in  boys'  books, 
with  a  fiery  visage  surrounded  ^sith  fierce 
black  hail',  with  glaring  eyes  and  glisten- 
ing teeth,  appeared  suddenly  at  his  door 
in  a  white  guernsey  and  woollen  drawers. 

**  Pray  who  commands  this  ship,  sir  ?  " 
he  inquired  gravely. 

"Why,  you  do,  sir,''  replied  the  mate^ 
uncovering. 

"And  you've  made  her  snug,  using 
your  own  judgment,  Mr.  Jones  ?  and  you 
tell  me  the  wind  is  north,  and  the  ship 
steeling  her  course  ?  That  is  so,  is  it 
not?" 

"  That's  so,  sii\" 

"Then  let  the  ship  continue  on  her 
course  ;  and  tell  the  officer  of  the  watch, 
if  anything  is  carried  aw^ay,  to  clap  it  on 
again." 

Before  Mr.  Jones  had  securely  fastened 
on  his  sou'wester  again  a  snort,  like  the 
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battle-cry  of  a  wild  boar,  from  the  re- 
cesses of  the  stern  cabin,  announced  that 
Captain  M'Leod,  of  the  Adriatic,  was 
again  in  the  embrace  of  the  di'owsy  god. 
Then  Lyte  heard  the  discomfited  mate 
growling  like  a  grizzly  bear,  and  blunder- 
ing up  the  steps  which  led  from  the 
cuddy  to  the  poop  deck;  and  when  he 
got  there,  uniting  with  the  second  mate 
(whose  watch  it  was)  in  new  orders  for 
reducing  the  amount  of  sail.  Not  being 
able  to  sleep,  Lyte  went  up  also.  The 
night  seemed  to  be  pitch  dark,  and  by 
the  mysterious  light  of  the  binnacle  lamp 
the  men  at  the  wheel  looked  like  two 
Brobdignagians.  Presently  the  mate 
came  aft  and  stooped  over  the  binnacle  to 
see  the  compass.  He  looked  like  Magog, 
and  the  other  two  like  Og  and  Gog. 
The  wind  yelled  and  shrieked  through 
the  rigging.  The  cries  of  the  men  taking 
up     a    third     reef    in    the     maintopsail 
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sounded  like  the  inarticulate  howling  of 
lost  si:)irits  sent  to  wander  in  the  track- 
less deep.  Every  now  and  then,  as  the 
ship  surged  up  the  side  of  a  soaring  wave, 
or  plunged  into  some  tremendous  ocean 
hollow,  a  white  gleam  of  surf  skimmed  up 
or  down  the  heaving  mass,  merely  ser^dn*^' 
to  make  the  darkness  visihle ;  and  when 
the  passenger  struggled  and  grappled  his 
way  to  the  forw^ard  part  of  the  poop,  he 
could  distinguish,  partly  hy  sight  and 
partly  hy  sound  and  the  huge  vihrations  of 
the  ship,  that  the  crest  of  every  wave,  it- 
seK  anhnmense  hody  of  water,  was  curling- 
over  the  weather  hulwark,  and  seething 
to  and  fro  on  the  main-deck,  always  being- 
replenished  by  another  before  it  could 
escape  at  the  lee-scuppers.  After  a  whilf , 
a  rift  in  the  clouds  allowed  a  faint 
glimmer  of  starhght  to  appear,  Lyte  savv' 
the  sailors  ghding  mysteriously,  lika 
hobgoblins,  down  the  main  rigging,  and 
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apparently  dropping  recklessly  into  the 
turbid  pool  on  deck.  But  really  no 
human  being  unaided  could  have  got 
through  it,  and  ropes  were  strained  along 
from  poop  to  forecastle,  by  which  the 
descent  and  transit  either  way  were 
made. 

Finding  after  a  while  that  the  officer  of 
the  watch  was  clutching  hold  of  some- 
thing, and  hanging  on  beside  him,  Lyte 
shouted  at  him,  ^'  Eough- and- tumble 
kind  of  work  this !  ' '  which  intellectual 
remark  he  had  to  bellow  at  the  top  of 
his  voice  about  half-a-dozen  times,  the 
officer  seeming  most  anxious  to  hear  it, 
but  unable  to  do  so  at  first  on  account 
of  the  whizzing  and  roaring  of  wind 
and  waves,  and  the  manifold  noises  of 
a  ship  straining  in  distress. 

"  We  shall  ketch  it — afore  long,"  was 
the  cheerful  reply,  which  the  passenger 
caught  at  once,  either  from  the  seaman's 
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more  judicious  selection  of  time  or  of  his 
words.  After  which  encoiu'ageraent,  at 
the  imminent  risk  of  his  hfe,  Mr.  Lyte 
regained  the  companion  ladder,  and 
blundered  hack  to  his  little  cabin,  where 
he  found  Tommy  still  balancing  himself 
on  one  leg,  and  with  his  head  still  tucked 
under  his  wing,  as  if  the  ship  were  up- 
right and  motionless  in  a  harbour  of 
refuge. 

This  sort  of  thing  continued  not  only 
without  abatement,  but  rather  getting 
worse  and  worse,  dming  the  morning 
watch  and  the  whole  of  the  next  day, 
the  standing  rigging  and  the  bulwarks 
creaking  and  gi'inding  in  a  most  detest- 
able regularity  of  dissonance  as  the  vessel 
scudded  and  lurched  thi'ough  a  heavy 
cross  sea.  The  main-deck  was  constantly 
afloat,  and  though  as  yet  happily  the 
cuddy  and  state  rooms  (in  the  poop)  were 
high  and  dry,  it  is  scarcely  pleasant  to 
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be  in  mid- Atlantic  in  the  howling  month 
of  February,  on  board  of  a  shij?  whose 
decks  and  bulwarks  form  a  tank  which 
holds  a  gurgling,  seething  pool,  ever 
changing  its  course,  rushing  to  and  fro, 
hither  and  thither,  with  the  pitching  and 
rolhng  of  the  ship,  and  dashing  with 
mimic  fury  of  the  war  without  against 
every  obstacle  which  opposes  its  move- 
ments. Bedford's  bones  ached  worse 
than  they  did  after  rowing  either  of  his 
two  university  races,  or  after  running 
his  victorious  two -mile  race  against  the 
champions  of  Cambridge,  London,  Dub- 
lin, and  Durham,  in  which  he  gained 
for  himself  and  his  college  imdying 
renown.  Why,  it  was  publicly  stated, 
after  due  reference  to  BelVs  Life  and 
The  Field,  that  the  time  in  which 
Lyte  accomplished  the  two  miles  was 
fully  one-fifth  of  a  second  less  than  in 
any  race  on  record.     The  Durham  man 
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was  beaten  by  one  second  and  a  fifth  ; 
the  London  man  by  one  and  two-fifths  ; 
the  others  were  nowhere.  So  terrific 
had  the  pace  been  fi'oni  start  to  finish, 
that  all  the  quidnuncs  present  anticipated 
a  breakdown  on  the  part  of  Lyte. 

Now  the  hero's  running  days  seemed  to 
have  run  themselves  out.  Browbeaten 
and  dejected  in  aspect,  after  two  or  three 
hopeless  and  helpless  scrambles  and  tum- 
bhngs  on  to  the  poop  and  down  again, 
he  sat  humbly  over  a  novel  at  the  cuddy 
table,  having  coaxed  the  steward  for  a 
gravitating  lamp,  grasping  the  rack  with 
tenacious  digits,  entwining  his  noble  legs 
in  the  lashings  underneath,*  and  barely 
managing  to  hold  his  own,  so  fickle  is 
human  glory ! 

Captain  M'Leod  had  been  restored  to 
a  sense  of  duty  at  eight  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  when  the  officer  of  the  ensuing 
watch  again    pohtely  suggested  heaving 
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to.  She  was  too  deep  in  the  waater,  he 
said,  being  from  Somersetshire.  She  did 
lurch  terrible,  and  the  mastisses  wer'  in 
danger,  he  added. 

'^  Then  let  her  go  off  two  points,  Mr. 
Fitzgerald,"  roared  the  resolute  captain. 
^'  Give  her  the  foresail  (with  a  reef  in  it), 
and  then  let  her  rip !  Now  remember, 
Mr.  Grays — you  and  your  men — ^her 
course  is  due  east." 

Mr.  Grays,  in  a  roar  like  a  savage  bear, 
responded  ''  Ay,  ay,  sir  !  " 

*'And  you,  Mr.  Fitz.,  if  she  carries 
anything  away,  you  clap  it  on  again. 
And  if  the  wind  shifts  (which  it  won't), 
let  me  know."  And  down  the  mariner 
stumbled,  bestowing  upon  his  sore  and 
studious  guest  at  the  cuddy  table  a 
sounding  smack  between  the  shoulder- 
blades,  inviting  him  to  ''  keep  up  his 
pecker,"  and  to  Bedford's  dehght  (some- 
what tempered  with    apprehension),   an- 
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nouncing  his  determination  to  ''  let  her 
rip,"  i.e.^  to  proceed  on  her  course  at  all 
hazards,  when  more  prudent  na-^dgators 
would  heave  to. 

The  gale  was  now  blowing  steadily 
from  the  north-west,  and  the  vessel, 
being  steered  due  east,  went  more  freely 
with  the  wind  on  her  quarter.  She 
was  running  under  treble-reefed  fore  and 
maintopsails,  a  reefed  foresail,  and  a 
foretopmast  staysail.  At  intervals  of 
two  hours,  and  sometimes  less.  Captain 
M'Leod  appeared  on  the  poop,  with  a 
countenance  like  '' fmious  Goth"  or 
^^  fiery  Hun,"  stared  savagely  at  the 
elements,  at  the  two  unfoi-tunates  who 
were  steering  the  stubborn  ship,  and  at 
the  officer  of  the  watch,  after  which 
silent  protest  against  nature  and  art  he 
would  disappear.  **  Sticking  to  your  seat 
like  grim  death,  eh,  Mr.  Lyte?"  he  would 
say,  while    passing    that    unhappy   indi- 
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vidual  at  the  cuddy  table.  At  last  he 
dragged  Lyte  into  his  stern  cabin,  and 
fed  him  on  Bologna  sausage,  Bourbon 
whisky,  and  Angostura  bitters.  Cooked 
meals  were  out  of  the  question.  The 
cook's  galley  was  an  island  in  the  middle 
of  a  whirlpool,  and  that  sable  functionary 
himself  enjoying  sweet  sleep  and  balmy 
oblivion  in  the  regions  below.  Never- 
theless the  steward  promised  Mr.  Lyte 
a  cup  of  tea  in  the  evening,  if  he  could 
'^  only  get  a  bit  of  fire  in  the  cuddy 
stove."  Alas  !  they  knew  not  what  the 
evening  would  bring  forth. 

The  afternoon  hr ought  forth  not  more, 
perhaps,  than  was  dimly  foreboded,  but 
certainly  more  than  was  distinctly  fore- 
seen. At  2  p.m.,  while  his  guest  was,  at 
the  captain's  request,  "pitching  into" 
a  Bologna  sausage,  and  the  good  ship 
Adriatic  was  pitching  into  the  waves 
with    an    apparent    intention    of    never 
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coming  out  again,  a  tremendous  hang 
and  a  smash  were  distinctly  audible  in 
the  stern  cabin,  though  the  wind  was 
carrying  sounds  forward. 

''  Hullo  !  "  observed  Lyte,  pausing  with 
sausage  in  air. 

Bang  !  Smash  !  For  a  few  moments 
the  two  reports  seemed  to  hush  all  the 
previous  grinding,  grating,  creaking,  and 
groaning  of  casks,  barrels,  ropes,  and 
timbers  which  proclaimed  the  general 
distress. 

"  There  they  go,"  rejoined  M'Leod  in 
a  sort  of  oracular  response  to  Lyte's 
'^  HuUo  !  " 

Presently  a  large  amphibious  boat- 
swain, clad  in  yellow  tarpaulin,  and  drip- 
ping with  Atlantic  brine,  appeared  in  the 
doorway. 

Grinning  hideously,  he  blurts  out, 
^^Fo'es'l  carried  away,  sir." 

*'  And  ?  "  the   captain  inquired,   being 
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fully  aware  that  as  yet  only  the  hang  was 
accounted  for. 

"■  And  main-deck  swept  clean  as  a 
whistle.  Cook's  galley,  bulwarks,  water- 
casks,  barrel,  spare  spars,  and  all,  clean 
gone !  " 

*'  Pipe  all  hands  to  grog  aft  imme- 
diately. Tell  Mr.  Fitzgerald  to  set  the 
main-trysail,  and  then  set  to  work  and 
bend  a  new  storm-foresail." 

^'Ay,  ay,  sir;"  and  away  went  the 
amphibious  one. 

Lyte  made  it  a  point  of  honour  to 
ask  no  further  questions.  And  though 
M^Leod,  when  drinking  freely,  was  not 
usually  communicative,  yet  being  touched 
by  this  consideration  on  the  part  of  his 
guest,  he  spoke  out.  '^  It  must  be  one 
of  two  things,"  he  said;  ''we  must 
keep  on  moving  pretty  fast,  and  take 
care  not  to  get  pooped,  or  we  must 
heave  to.     If  I  heave  to,  the  ship  won't 
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ride.  She's  too  deep,  as  Mr.  Green 
says.  I  doubt  if  we  could  keep  her  up 
to  the  wind." 

'*  What  is  being  pooped  ?  "  asked  the 
landsman  innocently. 

''  If  they  don't  get  that  trysail  set, 
and  bend  another  foresail,  you'll  see 
before  long.  Only  then  you'll  never  be 
able  to  tell  the  tale.  You  see,  we're 
pretty  nearly  running  before  the  wind. 
If  one  of  these  big  rollers  comes  along 
faster  than  we  keep  moving,  it  smashes 
in  our  poop,  and  down  we  go  stern  fore- 
most." 

At  this  juncture  the  howling  of  the 
brave  fellows  was  heard  in  midship. 
They  had  swallowed  their  rum,  and  were 
setting  the  trysail — a  service  of  danger, 
now  that  the  main-deck  was  swept  clear 
of  her  bulwarks,  and  was  open  to  the 
fury  of  every  roller  through  the  summit 
of  which  they  rushed,  and  whose  foaming 
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crest  closed  in  upon  tliem,  as  if  it  were 
claiming  them  for  its  own. 

Among  brave  men  in  danger  a  sort  of 
freemasonry  exists,  as  midoubtedly  is  the 
case  also  among  cowards.  M'Leod  had 
strongly  taken  to  his  new  ally,  and  had 
persuaded  him  "to  Hght  his  trusty  old  pipe 
and  smoke  it  in  his  own  sacred  cabin. 

At  3.45  p.m.  another  crash,  loud  though 
distant,  was  heard. 

^^The  foretopmast,  by !"  exclaimed 

the  captain,  now  springing  to  his  feet 
and  hurrying  upon  deck.  Lyte  followed 
at  once.  This  was  a  twofold  disaster, 
the  foretopsail  and  foretopmast  staysail 
both  coming  down  together,  depriving 
the  ship  of  all  sail  forward  and  en- 
cumbering her  with  the  wreck.  Of 
course  it  had  been  impossible  in  this 
stress  of  weather  to  bend  a  new  foresail 
since  the  former  one  was  carried  away,  so 
that   now   the    ship  was  scudding  under 
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only  the  reefed  maintoiDsail  and  the  main 
trysail,  and  it  was  almost  as  difficnlt  to 
keep  her  before  the  ^ind  as  to  heave 
her  to. 

All  hands  were  immediately  summoned, 
and  the  wreck  cleared  away  as  rapidly  as 
possible  under  the  cii'cumstances.  Lryte, 
seeing  a  service  towards  which  he  could 
be  of  use,  scrambled  down  for  his  bowie- 
knife,  went  along  the  ropes  to  the  fore- 
rigging,  and  there  worked  manfully  at 
cutting  away  the  wreck,  though  he 
narrowly  escaped  being  washed  overboard 
more  than  once,  and  only  owed  his  hfe  to 
his  own  agility  and  tenacity  of  grasp. 

Xo  sooner  was  all  the  topmast  rigging 
cleared  away  than  the  forestaysail  was 
set,  and  incredible  exertions  were  made 
by  all  hands  to  bend  a  new  foresail.  The 
moon  came  to  the  rescue,  and  though  the 
ship  was  terribly  knocked  about,  and  the 
steering  apparatus  much  strained  in  the 


186  WON   AT   LAST  ! 

meanwhile,  they  had  the  new  foresail  set 
before  midnight.  Then  the  captain,  at 
the  urgent  request  of  the  officers  (for 
which  Mr.  Lyte  silently  cursed  them), 
hove  the  ship  to,  and  turned  in. 

By  some  obscure  mental  process,  it  was 
evident  to  Lyte  that,  whereas  officers 
and  men  all  liked  their  captain,  all 
equally  distrusted  him.  The  overlading 
the  vessel,  in  which  M'Leod  had  no 
concern,  was  now  acknowledged  on  all 
hands ;  and  though  Lyte  saw  that  the 
man  upon  whom  now  chiefly  all  their 
lives  depended  was  a  drunkard,  he  also 
saw  that  there  was  a  vast  reserve  of 
energy  about  him,  drunk  or  sober,  and 
that  he  was  capable  of  judicious  and 
energetic  action  if  this  could  be  called 
into  operation  at  the  right  moment. 
Putting  together  M^Leod's  age  (about 
fifty),  his  robust  health,  his  position,  and 
reputation,  it  was  clear  that  he  could  not 
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liabitually  have  indulged  too  freely  while 
in  command  of  a  skip.  In  all  probability 
the  overlading  of  the  vessel  had  preyed 
upon  his  mind  in  the  present  instance, 
and  co-operated  with  other  causes  of 
anxiety,  to  which  he  had  akeady  alluded 
in  conversation  with  his  guest,  to  cause 
the  present  most  inopportune  outbreak. 
Consohng  himself  as  well  as  he  could  in 
this  way,  and  with  the  reflection  that  the 
officers  were  able  and  willing,  Lyte  once 
more  "  turned  in,"  and  whilst  doing  so 
stroked  and  coaxed  his  drowsy  little  bird, 
which  opened  one  eye  and  peeped  at  him 
curiously ;  for  he  was  weighed  upon  with 
a  kind  of  apprehension  that  this  would  be 
theii-  last  meeting.  The  small  bird  mani- 
fested a  power  of  sleeping,  and  a  dexterity 
in  poising  himself  on  one  leg  with  his 
head  invisible,  which  were  provoking.  It 
seemed  to  imply  that  in  causing  his 
master  to  lose    a   passage  on  the  finest 
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steamer  afloat,  and  to  entrust  liimseK  on 
a  ship  wMch.  exMbited  the  strongest 
possible  tendency  to  go  to  the  bottom,  he 
had  fulfilled  his  terrestrial  destiny,  and 
had  no  more  functions  to  perform  than 
becoming  an  insensate  ball  of  fluff,  and 
maintaining  his  eqiuhbrium  by  night  and 
day  with  a  subhme  disregard  of  the  laws 
of  gravitation. 

Again  M'Leod  emulated  his  passenger 
and  bird  in  the  profundity  of  his  slumbers 
and  in  his  practical  defiance  of  certain 
sound  theoretical  maxims.  To  Bedford 
Lyte,  in  those  anxious,  sleepless  hours, 
that  versatile  ship,  Adriatic,  large  as  she 
was,  seemed  to  achieve  every  variety  of 
position  except  the  inverted  vertical.  To 
say  that  occasionally  he  ascertained  his 
heels  to  be  where  a  man  naturally  looks 
for  his  head  would  fall  ludicrously  short 
of  the  actual  state  of  the  case.  After  a 
couple    of    hours'   violent    straining    and 
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struggling  to  maintain  a  horizontal  posi- 
tion commensurate  with  the  limits  of  his 
berth,  he  gave  that  up,  as  men  have  given 
up  trying  to  square  the  circle.  Jamming 
himseK  in  a  corner  to  leeward  in  such  a 
posture  that  nothing  short  of  an  absolute 
somersault  on  the  part  of  the  Adriatic 
could  dislodge  him,  he  recommenced  the 
perusal  of  his  novel  by  the  hght  of  a 
gravitating  lamp.  Fortunately  for  him,  it 
was  the  inimitable  "  Tale  of  Two  Cities," 
by  Charles  Dickens  ;  and  the  capers  cut 
by  his  berth  served  as  a  ludicrous  illus- 
tration of  the  lively  coffin  which  hopped, 
skipped,  and  jumped  along  in  pm'suit  of 
the  fugitive  and  teiTified  son  of  Jerry. 

Thus  the  wearisome  night-watches 
wore  away  far  less  tediously  than  they 
might  have  done  had  the  modem 
delineator  of  humanity  never  hved  and 
wrought.  Akeady  the  first  ghmmer  of 
wintry   dawn   was    peering   through   the 
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Seattle,  and  paling  the  twinkle  of  his 
dying  lamp  as  the  ship  rolled  to  star- 
board, when  suddenly  the  Adriatic  was 
convulsed  from  bow  to  stern,  from  mast- 
head to  keel,  by  a  prodigious  shock. 
Lyte  had  scarcely  time  to  notice  that 
she  swerved  and  staggered  in  a  manner 
quite  different  from  all  her  former  evolu- 
tions, when  the  ocean  rushed  in  upon 
him  in  a  drenching,  blinding  flood. 
Whence  it  came  he  knew  not  ;  but 
what  mattered  that  ?  One  thing  he 
knew  beyond  a  doubt:  his  frail  door  had 
flown  open  under  the  pressure,  and  it 
was  surging  into  his  little  cabin  and  out 
again  breast  high. 

In  this  horrible  predicament  he  yet 
formed  and  carried  out  one  idea.  That 
the  ship  was  foundering  he  hastily  took 
for  granted,  and  though  a  powerful 
swimmer,  he  knew  that  a  man  unaided 
cannot  live   long  in   a  heavy   sea.     He 
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therefore  slipped  off  his  pilot  coat, 
dropped  it  in  the  pool  in  which  he 
stood,  dragged  out  his  cork  jacket  from 
under  his  bolster  and  put  it  on,  then 
floundered  and  scrambled  up  on  to  the 
poop-deck,  only  observing  as  he  went 
that  the  water  seemed  to  be  lea^dng  the 
cuddy  faster  than  it  came  in. 

The  captain  was  already  on  deck, 
and  pounced  upon  him  instantly.  The 
steering  apparatus  of  the  vessel  had  given 
way,  from  the  tremendous  strain  upon 
it ;  she  had  suddenly  broached  to,  and 
had  fallen  into  the  trough  of  the  sea, 
where  she  lay  almost  on  her  beam-ends, 
and  exposed  to  the  full  fury  of  the 
waves,  which  now  beat  even  over  the 
lofty  poop.  One  of  these  waves  had 
burst  open  Bedford's  cabin  scuttle,  and 
had  poured  an  angry  stream  of  water 
upon  him  as  he  sat  pent  up  against  the 
lee  bulk-head.      Another  had  burst  open 
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the  cuddy  doors,  and  sent  a  tremendous 
volume  of  water  surging  up  and  down  the 
whole  length  of  the  saloon.  Meanwhile 
the  two  gallant  fellows  at  the  wheel,  and 
Mr.  Green,  the  second  mate,  had  been 
washed  overboard,  and  were  irretrievably 
lost ;  and  when  M'Leod  reached  the  deck 
he  found  himself  alone  on  the  poop  of  a 
foundering  ship. 

Now  suddenly,  to  his  great  joy,  having 
a  strong  and  willing  man  at  his  elbow. 
Captain  M'Leod  snatched  a  favourable 
opportunity  and  seated  Lyte  on  his 
buttocks  with  a  coil  of  the  tiller-chain 
twisted  round  his  left  wrist,  and  grasped 
below  with  both  hands  about  fourteen 
inches  from  the  block,  and  implored  him 
for  God's  sake,  and  as  he  valued  all  their 
lives,  not  to  let  go  till  he  came  back. 

Then  M^Leod  vanished  ;  and  before  we 
attempt  to  indicate  Bedford  Lyte's  fate, 
we    may  as  well  say  that  the  captain's 
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enterprise  was  to  dare  tlie  perils  of  tlie 
main- deck,  and  trust  to  the  strength  and 
courage  of  his  passenger  to  keep  a  little 
control  of  the  nidder  until  he  could  hiing 
the  carpenter  aft,  and  two  or  three  more 
men,  to  reheve  Lyte  from  his  awful  posi- 
tion, and  resume  the  steeling  of  the  dis- 
abled vessel. 

,  The  difficulty  and  perplexity  of  Lyte's 
situation  are  wholly  past  the  compre- 
hension of  a  landsman.  There  he  sat, 
sternly  tugging  and  straining  at  that 
awful  chain,  for  some  long,  long  minutes, 
which  hung 

"  Like  Joshua's  moon  in  Ajalon." 

Great  masses  of  water,  breaking  over 
the  ship's  counter,  hurled  themselves 
upon  him,  drenching  him  to  the  skin, 
blinding  his  eyes,  which  he  was  wholly 
unable  to  wipe,  and  gradually  freezing 
the  very  strength  out  of  his  hands  and 
wrists,  to  which  the  cold,  shppery  chain 
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now  clung  with  a  deadly  coil.  His  back, 
or,  rather,  only  the  lower  part  of  it,  was 
planted  against  a  projection  not  high 
enough  to  afford  him  a  fair  fulcrum  ;  his 
feet  against  the  still  lower  and  rounded 
staple  which  held  the  block  through 
which  the  chain  would  have  run  had  he 
abandoned  it.  Had  he  done  so,  the  vessel 
would  again  have  been  at  the  mercy  of 
the  ruthless  elements,  and  would  in  all 
probabihty  have  been  sunk  in  less  than 
a  minute.  Of  this  he  had  a  vague  but 
positive  apprehension. 

Every  muscle  of  his  powerful  frame 
was  strained  to  the  utmost.  The  invin- 
cible will  which  had  triumphed  over  so 
many  obstacles,  moral  and  physical,  was 
set  more  firmly  than  his  sinews.  Appre- 
ciating blindly  the  value  of  the  tremen- 
dous charge  entrusted  to  him,  he  had  re- 
solved, if  need  be,  to  allow  his  hands  and 
wrists  to  be  dragged  into  the  block,  and 
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SO  to  check  the  outgoing  of  the  chain  at 
the  price  of  a  horrible  and  most  painful 
death.  A  momentary  pang  on  behaK  of 
the  poor  httle  bii'd  which  had  involved 
him  in  this  fate  pierced  his  heart.  Then 
came  with  lightning  rapidity  a  perception 
that  this  death  was  the  result  of  having 
preferred  his  birds  and  his  stubborn  soH- 
tude  to  a  fi'ank  confession  of  his  early 
fault;  and  that  happy,  though  perhaps 
humiliating,  confidence  which  he  might 
have  enjoyed  with  Henry  Phelps,  if  he 
would  only  have  ventured  on  that  confes- 
sion. How  much  had  that  stupid,  false 
pride  cost  him  !  And  the  fault,  after  all, 
had  been  so  hghtly  forgiven.  These 
regrets  phmged  swift,  keen  arrows,  as  it 
were,  into  his  mind  and  heart.  Then 
followed  a  smaller,  though  at  the  moment 
a  still  more  cruel,  pang,  that  he  was  not 
now  so  placed  as  to  bring  all  his  im- 
mense strength  into  active  operation.    He 
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thouglit  of  the  Herculean  efforts  which 
he  had  made  at  the  critical  moments  in 
the  great  struggle  between  Oxford  and 
Cambridge,  and  forgot  that  instead  of 
pulling  an  oar  in  a  wager-boat  he  was 
now  saving  a  three-thousand-ton  ship 
from  destruction.  He  almost  cried  aloud 
in  his  agony  :  *^  I  could  have  pulled  the 
chain  six  inches  farther  out — farther  out 
— in  spite  of  these  cruel  jerks,  if  I  only 
had  a — a — purchase.  But  now —  Oh  !  I 
am  going.     Janet !  Janet !  " 

One  of  those  cruel  jerks,  the  furious 
action  of  the  sea  on  the  loosened  rudder, 
communicated  by  the  tiller  to  the  chain 
which  he  was  holding,  was  just  dragging 
his  hands  into  the  hateful  block,  when  a 
sudden  rehef,  which  drew  the  chain  a  few 
inches  out  again,  released  him. 

''Let  go!  let  go!"  shouted  a  sten- 
torian voice  above  him.  "  Let  go  !  "  It 
was  Mr.  Grays,  the  taciturn  third  mate. 
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who,  gathering  from  the  captain's  orders 
to  the  carpenter  in  what  position  the 
passenger  was  left,  had  snatched  up  a 
huge  iron  hook,  and  hastened  along  the 
ropes  which  connected  the  forecastle 
with  the  poop,  and  had  caught  a  Knk  of 
the  chain  between  Lyte's  hands  and  the 
block.  ^The  hon  hook,  which  was  now 
inverted  in  the  hnk,  was  sufficient  to 
secure  the  chain  from  being  drawn  far- 
ther out ;  and  now  the  carpenter  arrived, 
with  the  captain,  bringing  a  lighted 
lantern  and  some  necessary  implements ; 
and  when  Lyte  had  cleared  his  eyes  of 
the  salt  water,  he  was  able  to  assist  them 
in  temporarily  refitting  the  tiller  and 
helm. 

Alas !  the  two  helmsmen  and  the  stm'dy 
second  mate  could  never  be  restored  to 
their  footing  on  deck.  But  the  case  was 
too  critical  with  the  h^ing  to  bestow 
many  vain   regrets   on   the    dead.      The 
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rudder  was  itself  loose.     There  was  not 
sufficient  daylight  as  yet  for  them  to  form 
an  idea  how  loose.     Of  the  four  swivels 
by  which   the  rudder  is  connected  with 
the  stern-post,  one,  two,  three,  or  all  four, 
might   be   loosened   or  injured  in   some 
way.     But  it  was  absolutely  necessary  to 
bring  the  ship  to  the  wind,  and  heave  to 
again ;   for  the   foresail,  the  fore-staysail, 
the    main-topsail,   and   main- trysail   had 
all  been  blown  to  ribbons,  and  it  would  be 
dangerous   bej^ond   measure    to    attempt 
scudding    under    bare    poles.      So    they 
lashed  up   some  hammocks  in  the  fore 
rigging,  put   the   helm   up,  and  brought 
her  head  to  the  mnd  again,  and  then  set 
seriously  about  considering,  and  repairing 
if  possible,  the  injury  already  received. 
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CHAPTEE  VII. 

TOBIAS  DIGS   HIS   LAST   GEATE. 

Befoee  noon  on  the  eventful  day  whicli 
dawned  amidst  the  perils  of  our  last 
chapter,  the  crew  of  the  Adriatic^  now 
short  of  three  brave  hearts  and  thi'ee 
pairs  of  willing  hands,  had  managed  by 
superhuman  efforts  to  bend  a  new  main- 
topsail,  and  a  new  foresail,  in  place  of 
those  which  had  been  carried  away  by  the 
wind  when  the  vessel  broached  to  and 
swung  helplessly  round  under  that  furious 
assault  of  the  elements.  Again  the  good 
ship,  now  crippled  and  tottering  like  a 
wounded  man,  was  put  before  the  wind. 
The  sea  stiU  swept  onward  in  gigantic 
foam-crested  roUers,  which  stretched  fi'om 
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nortli  to  south  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach.  But  now  again  the  sun  shone 
propitiously,  and  the  wind,  though  too 
strong  for  a  disabled  ship,  was  fair.  Again 
they  were  steering  due  east,  and  career- 
ing through  the  mighty  billows  at  racing 
speed. 

''Why  does  she  lean  over  so  honibly 
to  the  right  ?  "  Bedford  innocently  asked 
the  captain,  with  whom  he  was  breakfast- 
ing, in  camp  fashion,  on  Bourbon  whisky 
and  Bologna  sausage,  having  in  prospect 
a  dinner  of  ''  Bologna  sausage  and  Boui'- 
bon  whisky — for  a  change,"  as  M'Leod 
facetiously  expressed  it. 

That  mariner  regarded  his  guest  with 
some  amusement,  not  unmixed  with 
admiration.  After  obhging  him  to  re- 
peat the  question,  he  replied,  with  a  sly 
twinkle  of  his  keen  black  eye — 

''  Well,  you  see,  Mr.  Lyte,  she's  got  a 
list  to  starboard." 
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*^  Oh  !  "  responded  the  landsman,  ''  ah  ! 
Indeed ! " 

And  as  he  munched  vahantly  at  the 
meats  of  Bologna  (commonly  at  sea  called 
*^  polonies")  he  murmm^ed  to  himself, 
^'  She's  got  a  hst  to  starboard,  has  she  ?  " 
and  Tvisely  resolved  to  use  his  eyes  in- 
stead of  his  tongue  for  further  elucidation 
of  this  mystery.  It  seemed  to  him  as  if 
the  vessel  were  bewitched.  As  long  as  she 
was  hove  to  on  the  poii  tack  there  was 
some  reason  for  her  leaning  over,  though 
even  then  the  angle  of  her  masts  with 
the  plane  of  the  horizon  was  rather  too 
smaU;  but  now  that  she  was  scudding 
freely  before  a  strong,  fan  wind  there  was 
something  awful  in  the  persistent  way  in 
which  she  canted  over,  and  at  times  he 
really  thought  she  must  topple  over  on  to 
her  be  am- ends,  and  heartily  T\dshed  she 
had  pitched  her  main  and  mizen  top- 
masts overboard  after  the  fore-topmast,  as 
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she  would  then  have  had  less  weight  to 
overhalance  her. 

The  steering  apparatus  was  also  a 
source  of  anxiety  which  would  last  as 
long  as  the  voyage.  This  the  captain 
spoke  of  with  unreserved  gloom,  all  the 
more  freely  because  Lyte  abstained  from 
asking  him  a  question  on  the  subject, 
and  because  he  had  rendered  such  signal 
service  connected  mth  it  in  the  crisis  of 
their  danger.  He  spoke  of  it  plainly  as 
"a  bad  job,"  and  one  that  could  not  be 
remedied  at  sea  more  than  it  had  been, 
because  the  mischief  was  under  water. 
The  breaking  of  the  chain,  of  course,  had 
been  easily  repaired,  but  no  one  could 
reach  the  bolts  and  swivels  many  feet 
under  water  at  the  stern-post  of  a  moving 
ship. 

The  elements  had  become  propitious 
and  the  gale  in  part  abated  since  that 
burst  of  its  fury. 
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*^ And  if  it  hadn't,"  M'Leod  added,  "we 
might  as  well  have  abated  our  efforts ;  for 
'  all  the  king's  horses  and  all  the  king's 
men  couldn't  have  put  Himipty  Dumpty 
on  the  wall  again.'  " 

This  was  his  jocular  way  of  intimating 
then  danger.  Xor  was  he  at  all  careless 
(as  Lyte  fancied)  about  the  "  hst  to  star- 
board." But  knowing  that  all  his  men 
were  thed  out,  he  had  sent  as  many  as 
could  be  spared  below  to  eat  and  sleep. 

Early  in  the  afternoon  the  serious  work 
began,  the  watches  having  been  reor- 
ganized to  divide  the  deficiency  of  thi'ee 
missing  men,  and  one  watch  sent  back 
to  rest  while  the  other  worked. 

"Can  I  help?"  asked  Lyte. 

"  I  beHeve  you,  my  boy.  Any  strong 
man  with  a  stout  heart  can  do  this  sort 
of  work,  though  no  honest  man  likes  it." 

The  temptation  to  inquire  precisely 
as  to  the  natm'e  of  this  work  was  strong 
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npon  the  passenger,  but,  profiting  from 
experience,  he  resisted  it. 

The  work  soon  unfolded  its  own  nature. 
In  the  first  place,  they  took  off  the  lid  of 
the  main  hatch  and  fastened  a  broad 
plank  (well  soaped)  on  the  precipitous 
slope  which  ran  sheer  off  into  the  sea  on 
the  starboard  side.  Then,  one  by  one, 
they  passed  up  the  cases  of  clocks  and 
launched  them  into  the  deep.  The  work 
was  simple  enough,  and  would  actually 
have  afforded  them  considerable  merri- 
ment if  the  loss  of  their  three  messmates, 
which  had  so  recently  occurred,  had  not 
oppressed  them  with  a  sense  of  awe  and 
grief. 

After  two  hours'  brisk  work  at  the  main 
hatchway,  they  closed  and  battened  it 
down  again,  and  went  to  the  fore  hatch 
to  relieve  the  ship  equally  in  that  part. 
While  the  move  was  being  made,  M'Leod 
withdrew  his    guest    on    the    excuse    of 
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giving  him  a  glass  of  bottled  ale.  He 
also  had  rum  served  out  to  the  men,  who 
were  behaving  splendidly  under  an  un- 
usual strain  of  labour. 

'^  I  don't  intend  you  to  work  any  more 
this  watch,  nor  to-night,  my  friend,"  he 
then  said  to  Lyte.  ''  Give  me  a  willing 
horse,  and  if  I  work  him  to  death,  call  me 
a  fool.  You  have  done  as  much  work 
these  last  two  houi's  as  any  two  men  in 
the  watch." 

*'I  should  like  to  work  two  hours  in 
every  watch,  if  you  don't  really  object. 
The  exercise  would  restore  my  mind  and 
muscle,"  urged  Lyte. 

''  You  won't  find  shovelling  that  wheat 
about  good  for  the  lungs,"  said  M^Leod. 

This  was  coming  very  near  the  point, 
but  Lyte  asked  no  question,  and  tried  to 
look  indifferent. 

"  The  tiTith  is,"  continued  the  captain, 
"we've  got  to  throw  the  whole  cargo  be- 
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tween  decks  overboard,  and  then  get  down 
to  that  wheat  with  our  broad  wooden 
shovels,  and  ship  half  of  it  over  to  the 
port  side.  If  it's  wet,  we  shall  have  to 
pitch  half  of  it  after  the  clocks,  that  is 
supposing  we  float  long  enough  to  do  it. 
If  it's  dry,  you'll  find  it  terribly  dusty 
and  suffocating  work.  But  I  can't  afford 
to  refuse  your  help.  We're  short-handed, 
and  every  hour  is  valuable.  Do  you 
know,  Mr.  Lyte — it  may  be  soft  of  me — 
but  I  can't  help  feeling  glad  that  my  wife 
and  httle  girl  are  praying  for  our  safety 
every  night  and  morning." 

Then  after  a  pause  he  went  on:  ^^I 
don't  Uke  parting  with  this  cargo.  It 
will  cost  me  dear  in  more  ways  than  one. 
But  what  cuts  me  is  the  loss  of  those 
three  men.  I  once  lost  a  whole  boat's 
crew ;  but  I  hardly  felt  more  than  I  do 

this.      Mr.  was  as  good  a  man  as 

ever  walked  the  deck  of  a  ship." 
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Lyte  began  to  find  many  amiable  traits 
in  the  character  of  his  roUicking  host,  of 
whom  it  must  be  recorded  that  he  did  not 
diink  to  excess  again  during  the  remainder 
of  his  voyage,  and  that  he  acted  vritli 
singular  generosity  to  the  relations  of  the 
three  men  who  had  been  snatched  so 
suddenly  from  his  command. 

But  to  return :  it  was  found  possible 
before  nightfall  to  get  at  the  lower  main 
hatch  and  remove  it.  Then,  amidst  the 
breathless  suspense  of  the  whole  ship's 
company,  Mr.  Jones  and  the  carpenter 
went  down  with  a  lantern  to  examine. 
Would  the  wheat  prove  to  be  dry  or  wet, 
that  is,  had  the  Adriatic  sprung  a  leak 
or  not  ?  Before  many  minutes  had  elapsed 
— minutes  which  seemed  like  houi's  to  all 
on  deck — Mr.  Jones  passed  up  the  word 
that  the  surface  of  the  wheat  was  diy  fore 
and  aft.  Crawling  along  the  vacant  space 
on  the  larboard  side,  they  had  felt  with 
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their  fingers,  and  encountered  no  mois- 
ture. 

M^Leod  uttered  a  great  sigh  of  relief. 
He  knew  his  ship  to  be  tight  and  strong ; 
but,  knowing  also  something  of  the  might 
of  wind  and  waves,  had  feared  that  during 
the  few  minutes  when  she  was  exposed  to 
their  full  fury  she  had  received  an  irre- 
parable injury  in  her  hull.  Lyte  looked 
at  the  burly,  roistering  fellow,  and  saw  a 
dimness  in  his  eyes. 

''  All's  well,  my  lads.  Now  go  to  work 
again,"  was  all  he  said. 

But  the  passenger  understood  that  the 
lives  of  so  many  honest  men  weighed 
heavily  on  this  skipper's  conscience.  For 
once  the  men  stohdly  disobeyed  his  order, 
still  clustering  round  with  anxious  faces. 
There  was  but  Httle  space  below  for  any 
one  to  work ;  and  the  wells  were  long  ago 
choked  up  with  wet  grain,  so  that  they 
could  not  be  sounded  nor  the  pumps  used. 
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The  question  still  to  be  solved  was,  Would 
the  bulk  of  wheat  prove  to  be  dry  under- 
neath ? 

"Let  me  go  down  with  a  shovel," 
exclaimed  Lyte,  confident  in  his  strength, 
and  burning  with  enthusiasm. 

^'  Or  me,  sir  !  "  "  Or  me  !  "  shouted  two' 
seamen,  in  a  breath. 

"  Mr.  Grays  will  stay  here,  and  hold 
the  line  with  the  lantern,"  repHed  the 
captain.  '^  The  rest  of  you  go  away  and 
work,  hke  honest  lads."  Still  the  sailors 
closed  around  stohdly  in  a  circle.  "Mr. 
Lyte,  you  are  too  big  to  viove  down  there. 
Can't  you  see  I  have  sent  you  down  the 
two  smallest  men  of  the  crew?"  At 
which  speech  the  sailors  grinned,  for  it 
was  notorious  in  the  forecastle  that  Mr. 
Jones  thought  himself  rather  a  large  man 
than  otherwise. 

Lyte  was  urgently  impelled  to  retort, 
"  Then  how — the  unmentionable — is  the 

VOL.  III.  p 
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wheat  to  be  shifted,  and  this  horrible 
list  to  starboard  to  be  got  rid  of  ?  "  but 
abstained. 

Mr.  Jones  and  the  carpenter  set  to 
work  with  their  huge  wooden  shovels,  at 
drst  immediately  under  the  hatchway, 
and  burrowed  down  a  httle  way ;  but 
presently,  afraid  of  blocking  up  their  own 
space  for  moving  forward,  Mr.  Jones 
cried  out,  ^^You  must  haul  away  up 
there,  sir.  We've  hardly  space  to  turn 
round  as  it  is." 

'*  My  God!"  exclaimed  the  captain, 
evidently  startled ;  but,  recovering  him- 
self in  a  moment,  added,  ^^  Two  of  you 
bring  buckets  and  lines  at  once,  and  give 
Mr.  Jones  some  elbow-room  down  there." 

It  was  scarcely  sooner  said  than  done. 
Two  of  the  deck  buckets,  attached 
by  the  handles  to  two  strong  Manilla 
cords,  were  brought  and  lowered  alter- 
nately, one  being  hauled  up  and  emptied 
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overboard  wliile  the  other  was  bemg 
lowered  and  filled.  But  while  the  two 
willing  hands  had  gone  for  the  ^^ails, 
Lyte  heard  one  of  the  croakers  say, 
''There  was  room  enough  and  to  spare 
when   we    put    the   lower    hatch    on    in 

port.     It's  swelled  from  below,  by ." 

Whereupon  Mr.  Grays,  stooping  over  the 
hatchway  ^ith  his  hanging  lantern, 
turned  upon  the  speaker  with  such  a 
withering  look  of  contempt  that  he 
sneaked  away  abashed  behind  the  two 
front  ranks  of  his  companions.  That 
any  man  in  the  crew  should  be  mean 
enough  to  try  and  depress  theii*  sphits 
prematurely  seemed  to  Mr.  Grays  a 
dastardly  act,  besides  being  an  infi'inge- 
ment  of  discipline  and  marine  couiiesy. 

"  The  man  spoke  thoughtlessly,  Mr. 
Grays.  Hoist  away  there,  my  lad,"  cried 
the  captain  cheerily,  with  another  of 
those  touches  of  tenderness  which  Lyte 
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had  perceived  in  his  character.  This 
httle  word  of  compassion  worked  like 
magic  in  the  crew.  The  buckets  were 
hoisted  up,  hand  over  hand,  passed  from 
one  to  another,  emptied  overboard,  and 
lowered  again  as  fast  as  they  could  be 
filled.  Not  so  easy  a  task,  when  we 
remember  that  the  main-deck  was  wholly 
exposed,  the  bulwarks,  etc.,  having  been 
swept  away,  and  the  ship  leaning  fearfully 
on  one  side. 

Before  ten  minutes  had  passed  a  con- 
siderable depth  was  reached.  "Dry  as 
dust  down  here,  sir,"  roared  Mr.  Jones, 
whose  prodigious  voice  would  have  led  a 
stranger  to  look  for  a  Saxon  giant  instead 
of  a  diminutive  navigator  of  Celtic  origin. 

"  Work  away  a  little  to  starboard !  " 
cried  the  captain,  more  cheerfully. 

'^  HaK  choked,  sir  !  "  shrieked  the  mate, 
in  a  sudden  falsetto,  proceeding  to  sneeze 
and  expectorate. 
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"  Come  up,  then,  and  look  sliai-p  about 
it,"  replied  the  skipper.  ''  And,  carpenter, 
take  two  men  and  get  your  hghts  up 
quickly.  Now,  boatswain  and  Mr.  Lyte  I 
Plenty  of  room  for  you  big  fellows.  Go 
and  drive  a  passage  right  through  to 
starboard,  and  send  it  all  up.  ^Ve  must 
have  space  down  there,  and  it  has 
evidently  shifted  somewhat  aft." 

So  the  two  half-choked  men  came  up, 
and  the  two  candidates  for  suffocation 
went  down.  At  it  they  went,  working 
into  the  compact  mass  on  the  right ;  and 
by  the  time  that  hghts  were  in  the  fore- 
masthead  and  the  rigging  on  either  side, 
the  ^'bulk  wheat"  in  the  hold  was  pro- 
nounced to  be  dry  right  through  h'om  top 
to  bottom,  h'om  port  to  starboard,  and 
the  Adriatic  free  fi'om  aU  suspicion  of  a 
leak. 

A  great  cheer  for  the  good  ship  burst 
spontaneously   from   the    crew :    another 
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for  the  captain,  and  another  for  Mr. 
Lyte,  who  was  ^'  fit  to  be  a  seaman, 
every  inch  of  him,"  as  the  sailors 
generously  admitted. 

*^And  now,  my  lads,  what  say  yon?" 
asked  the  skipper.  ''  Bring  three  more 
lanterns  on  the  poop  nigh  to  the  binnacle, 
so  that  the  men  at  the  wheel  may  join 
ns,  and  we  will  read  the  burial  service  at 
the  gangway  over  onr  three  lost  com- 
rades. Good  men  and  true  they  were. 
Then  all  hands  to  the  capstan  to  grog, 
and  to-morrow  we'll  right  the  good  ship 
Adriatic.'' 

A  deep  murmur  of  applause  broke  forth 
as  honestly  as  the  cheers  had  done. 
Whether  the  astute  skipper  had  added 
a  touch  of  popularity  to  his  pious  proposal 
by  the  suggestion  of  grog  after  prayers  is 
not  for  this  chronicler  to  question  ;  but 
certain  it  is  that  this  truly  religious 
service  for  the  dead  was  celebrated  not 
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only  without  levity,  but  with  some  groans, 
many  tears,  and  much  reverence. 

While  the  men  were  in  the  act  of  dis- 
persing after  their  grog,  a  cry  of  "  Sail  on 
the  lee  bow  !  "  ran  along  decks.  Strange 
as  it  will  seem  to  those  who  read  this 
sequel,  it  was  the  passenger  who  first 
gave  the  notice.  When  aU  hands  (except 
Mr.  Grays,  who  remained  at  the  wheel) 
repaired  to  the  capstan  on  the  quarter- 
deck, after  all  had  been  some  minutes  at 
their  devotions,  Lyte,  bethinking  himseK 
of  the  look-out  and  the  pleasui-es  of  a 
secluded  pipe,  made  his  way  to  the  fore- 
castle. No  sooner  had  his  sight  ac- 
customed itself  to  the  misty  light  of  the 
moon,  rising  in  a  clear  white  fog,  than  he 
became  conscious  of  a  large  moving  object 
apparently  not  more  than  five  hundred 
yards  distant.  His  notice  was  soon  taken 
up  by  a  dozen  voices,  and  ran  from  prow 
to   poop  ;    and   before    long   he   followed 
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his  own  information,  feeling  an  intense 
interest  in  the  strange  vessel,  and  being 
anxious  to  see  what  measures  the  captain 
would  take  with  regard  to  her. 

Telescopes  and  flag  signals  were  use- 
less in  the  doubtful  hght ;  but  when  the 
stranger  saw  the  Adriatic,  she  fired  off 
five  rockets  in  succession  as  a  signal  of 
distress,  but  kept  on  running  before  the 
wind,  only  reducing  her  sail  so  as  to  let 
the  Adriatic  come  alongside.  The  latter 
was  keeping  the  wind  about  four  points 
on  her  starboard  quarter,  to  counteract 
in  some  measure  her  inclination  to  that 
side,  so  that  she  was  bearing  right  down 
upon  the  stranger,  drawing  nearer  to  her 
every  moment,  as  the  moon  rose  higher 
above  the  mist,  and  revealed  them  more 
clearly  to  each  other.  They  were  both 
forging  fast  through  the  water,  so 
M'Leod  took  in  his  foresail  that  he  might 
come  up  with  the  other  more  easily. 
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Mr.  Jones  vras  on  the  forecastle  vtAr 
one  trumpet,  and  special  orders  to  speak 
first,  M^Leod  on  the  poop  vdih  another 
trumpet,  and  Lyte  at  his  side,  Mr.  Grays 
steering,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  crew  in 
the  lee  ri^orincr.  ''  ^Tiat  do  you  make 
her  out  to  be,  Lyte  ?"  asked  the  captain. 

"A  steamer  in  distress,  iiinning  before 
the  wind  because  she  can't  help  herseK," 
rephed  the  passenger,  without  hesitation. 

''  You're  right,  too.  You  ought  to 
have  been  a  seaman,  as  the  men  say."' 

"  I  feel  a  terrible  interest  in  her,"  said 
Lyte. 

"  That's  quite  another  matter.  I 
don't,"  retorted  the  captain.  "  In 
another  two  or  three  minutes  you'U  be 
asking  me  to  lower  a  boat  and  lose 
another  four  men  out  of  my  crew,  to  try 
and  bring  some  women  on  board  at  night, 
and  with  this  hea^y  sea  running,  and 
only  to  drown  the  women  after  aU."' 
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*'  It's  a  beautiful  niglit,"  pleaded  the 
passenger  ;  as  indeed  it  was,  with  a 
strong  fair  breeze,  and  the  moon  shining 
more  brightly  every  minute. 

'^  I  tell  you  a  boat  would  be  capsized  in 
this  sea  before  you  could  get  her  away 
from  the  ship's  side,"  answered  M'Leod. 

Lyte  was  resolved  not  to  provoke  him 
by  argument  at  a  moment  so  critical  to 
the  fate  of  many  persons.  So  he  merely 
replied,  shortly,  ''  I  suppose  you  know 
best."  But  it  had  not  escaped  his  keen 
observation  both  that  M'Leod  thought 
the  strange  ship  to  be  in  danger,  and  that 
he  was  harassed  with  a  shght  doubt  as  to 
the  extent  of  his  duty  toward  those  on 
board. 

**  She  may  not  be  in  danger,  after  all," 
he  said,  as  a  feeler. 

But  M'Leod  answered,  contempt- 
uously: ''Large  steamships  don't  scud 
before  the  wind  under  canvas  only,  and 
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let  off  displays  of  fireworks  for  fun  when- 
ever a  sail  overhauls  them.  I  see  some 
ladies  on  the  poop  ;  and  look  at  the  people 
swarming  like  bees  in  the  rigging  and  on 
the  forecastle.  I  fancy  she's  an  emigrant 
ship  outward  bomid,  with  her  screw 
damaged,  and  perhaps  her  rudder  too, 
and  driven  out  of  her  course.  How  awk- 
wardly they  steer  !  Why,  she's  standing 
across  our  bow  as  if  she  wanted  us  to 
sink  her.  Bring  her  up  a  point  or  two, 
Mr.  Grays !  Keep  your  eye  on  that 
strange  craft,  and  take  us  within  speaking 
distance,  but  give  her  an  easy  berth. 
Use  your  own  judgment  when  I'm  busy." 
''  Would  Muster  Lyte  lend  I  a  hand  ?  " 
Pleased  at  the  distinction,  the  lands- 
man immediately  took  his  station  on  the 
platform  beside  Mr.  Grays,  where  theii' 
two  tall,  powerful  forms  stood  out  in 
bold  relief  at  the  helm  of  the  huge  ship, 
and   appeared   to   the    gaze   of  many  an 
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anxious  spectator  on  board  the  disabled 
steamboat  like  the  twin  deities  to  the 
fainting  Eomans  at  the  battle  of  Lake 
Eegillus.  It  happened  also  that  both  the 
men  wore  rough  dark  pilot  coats  and 
pantaloons,  and  were  in  all  external  re- 
spects singularly  alike,  except  that  the 
amateur  sailor  wore  an  old  blue  flannel 
cap,  and  the  professional  one  a  black  cap 
with  a  gilt  band  round  it. 

^'  We  shall  forge  ahead  too  fast  for  her. 
Boatswain,  down  with  the  main-trysaill  ' 
cried  the  skipper. 

The  unfortimate  steamship,  seeing  them 
shortening  sail,  now  imitated  this  mea- 
sm-e,  but  lowered  a  much  larger  sail  in 
proportion  to  her  size  than  the  Adri- 
atic's main-trysail,  in  consequence  of 
which  the  latter  was  going  through  the 
w^ater  much  faster  than  the  former  when 
she  overhauled  her. 

As    thoagh    to     compensate    for    the 
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brevity  of  this  personal  maritime  inter- 
view, Mr.  Grays  (assisted  by  Lyte) 
steered  the  Adriatic  vdih.  such  skill 
that  you  might  almost  have  thi'own  a 
ship's  biscuit  from  one  deck  on  to  the 
other. 

^^  Ship  a-hoi-oi-oi !  "  roared  little  ]Mr. 
Jones  from  the  forecastle,  as  soon  as  he 
came  abreast  of  the  steamer's  poop.  You 
would  have  thought  from  the  noise  he 
made  that  the  unfortunate  vessel  was 
disappearing  on  the  horizon. 

In  reply  to  this  Boanerges,  Lyte  dis= 
fcinctly  heard  the  silvery  laughter  of 
young  women  on  the  strange  poop.  How 
it  thrilled  through  him,  and  reminded 
him  of  the  gently  flowing  Peddle,  and  the 
nymphs  whose  laughter  had  made  music 
on  its  ripphng  smface !  He  tui'ned  his 
head  a  httle  from  the  people  in  misfor- 
tune, whom  he  was  powerless  to  assist, 
but  Kstened  acutely. 
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The  strange  captain  was  on  a  narrow 
gallery  which  ran  from  the  poop  to  the 
top  of  a  roundhouse  on  the  main-deck, 
and  so  on  the  forecastle.  As  the  Adri- 
atic passed  him  he  moved  along  this 
gallery,  taking  no  notice  of  Boanerges, 
but  speaking  rapidly  and  distinctly, 
though  with  a  German  accent,  to  Captain 
M'Leod ;  thus  he  kept  up  the  colloquy  at 
last  from  the  very  bow  of  his  vessel, 
having  commenced  it  nearly  on  the  poop. 

^^  This  is  the  Hanseatica,  bound 
from  Bremen  to  New  York,  touching  at 
Southampton.  We  are  nine  days  out. 
We  have  sprung  a  leak ;  have  twelve  feet 
of  water  in  the  vessel.  It  is  gaining 
every  hour.  The  screw  is  broken.  And 
the  rudder  is  so  loose  the  ship  will  only 
go  straight  before  the  wind." 

All  this  he  got  through  distinctly,  and 
with  every  word  audible,  by  the  time  that 
the   poop   of    the   Adriatic  had  reached 
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his  roundhouse.  Then  he  paused  vdth. 
a  poHte  gesture,  hoping  that  in  such  an 
extremity  the  Enghshman  would  offer  to 
take  him  and  his  company  on  board. 

*'  Cm'se  the  Dutch  idiot  !  "  muttered 
M^Leod  befcween  his  teeth.  Then  spoke 
loud  and  harshly  :  ''  We  are  dismasted,  as 
you  see,  and  have  thrown  half  a  valuable 
cargo  overboard,  and  now  have  to  shift 
om'  lower-deck  cargo.  All  om-  water  is 
washed  overboard,  except  a  little  in  the 
iron  tank;  and  oui*  bulwarks  and  cook's 
galley,  as  you  see.  Moreover,  three  of 
the  best  men  in  my  crew  were  washed  off 
the  poop  and  drowned." 

^^  Mein  Gott !  I  am  sorry,"  cried  the 
courteous  German,  who  must  indeed 
have  been  soriy  at  this  useless  tirade, 
while  the  Adriatic  was  already  at  his  last 
footing  on  the  prow  of  his  sinking  ship. 

''  Will  you  not  at  the  least  take  our 
ladies  on  to  your  ship  ?  "  he  screamed. 


224  •  wo:n'  at  last  ! 

"  Send  'em,"  roared  M'Leod. 

"I  cannot.  Mein  Gott !  I  cannot. 
Botli  my  quarter  boats  is  washed  away." 

"  Jolly-boat !  "  shouted  M'Leod,  point- 
ing with  his  brass  trumpet  to  a  huge  boat 
which  was  suspended  upside  down  over 
the  fore  hatch. 

"It  is  broke  in  many  bits.  It  is 
rotten ! "  screamed  the  German,  as  he 
stood  alone  on  his  black  prow,  ^\Tinging 
his  hands,  and  looking  a  very  impersona- 
tion of  helpless  agony. 

The  Adriatic  was  now  fast  forging 
ahead. 

A  yell  of  anguish  and  dismay,  shrill 
enough  to  split  the  welkin,  and  piercing 
the  ear  like  poisoned  arrows,  arose  from 
the  decks  of  the  doomed  steamship. 

"  By  the  God  that  made  me,  Mr. 
M'Leod,  I  for  one  can't  stand  this," 
Lyte  said,  calmly  relinquishing  the  wheel 
to  Mr.  Grays,  and  flinging  off  his  coat. 
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^' What  do  you  propose  to  do,  sii'?" 
M'Leod  asked  sternly. 

''What  can  I  do?"  asked  Lyte,  half 
frenzied.  ''I  can  go  and  die  with  them, 
if  I  can't  help  them  to  keep  their  pumps 
at  work  till  they  fall  in  with  a  ship 
commanded  by  a  man  vdth.  a  human 
heart.  Anyhow,  I  am  going  to  swim  oS 
to  them  at  once.  I  should  blush  to 
step  on  English  ground  if  I  left  those 
foreigners  to  die  like  kittens." 

''  That  vessel  will  sink  to-moiTOW 
between  ten  o'clock  and  noon,"  M'Leod 
coolly  replied. 

"Then  I'll  sink  mth  them;  and  may 
our  blood  be  on  your  head  and  on  the 
head  of  your  wife  and  child,  you  unmanly 
man!    Good-bye,  Mr.  Grays.    Here  goes!" 

And  having  by  this  time  kicked  off 
his  boots,  away  he  flew  like  an  arrow 
into  the  boiling  surge,  cleaving  the  sea 
before    his    head   with  pointed    fingers; 
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and  rising  again  some  yards  away,  he 
turned  and  swam  with  the  sea,  merely 
uttering  a  shout  now  and  then  when 
soaring  at  the  top  of  a  wave — an  old 
cry  which  he  remembered  being  used 
by  the  German  sailors  at  Hamburgh 
and  Bremen.  Of  course  he  had  no 
intention  of  swimming  any  distance, 
knowing  well  that  the  crew  of  the 
Hanseatica  had  seen  his  plunge,  and 
would  bring  the  vessel  near  him  and 
fling  him  ropes,  perhaps  with  a  life-buoy 
attached. 

The  astonishment  of  M'Leod  was 
literally  boundless.  Up  to  the  very 
moment  when  his  guest  flew  off  the 
taffrail,  he  believed  that  Lyte  was  merely 
acting  a  part  to  coerce  him  into  lowering 
a  boat  that  night  against  his  own  judg- 
ment. Being  an  obstinate  Briton,  he 
chose  not  to  be  coerced,  but  would  have 
endeavoured  to  restrain  Lyte  from  such 
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a  rasli  act,  had  lie  really  credited  his 
intention.  Fii'st  he  would  have  told  him 
(what  was  simple  truth)  that  he  had 
not  the  least  intention  to  desert  the 
forlorn  Hcuiseatica,  bnt  that,  arguing 
from  her  captain's  statement  that  she 
would  float  till  noon  to-morrow,  he  had 
resolved  to  take  her  passengers  and  crew 
off  to-morrow  shortly  after  daybreak, 
imless  in  the  mean  time  a  vessel  bound 
w^estward  should  come  upon  the  scene, 
and  so  do  some  of  them  a  still  greater 
■service  by  taking  them  to  America.  This 
w^as  the  more  prudent  plan  also  in 
behalf  of  his  own  crew,  as  the  sea  was 
abating  every  horn-,  and  the  labour  would 
probably  be  unattended  with  danger  to- 
morrow ;  also  in  behalf  of  the  owners 
of  the  steamship,  as  it  would  be  more 
easy  for  them  to  secure  the  insurance 
moneys  from  the  underwriters  if  it  could 
be   proved  that   she   was   actually  about 
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to  founder  when  deserted.  Then  if  his 
headstrong  guest  had  refused  to  hsten 
to  reason,  M'Leod  was  not  sure  hut 
what  he  might  have  yielded,  and  let 
the  ohstinate  fellow  take  the  life-hoat 
and  the  hoatswain  and  four  volunteers, 
and  go  and  fetch  the  ladies.  But  no 
men  or  low  trollops  of  women  would 
he  have  on  board  till  he  had  made 
arrangements  for  stowing  them  away 
where  the  clocks  had  been. 

Now,  however,  he  did  not  hesitate  for 
an  instant.  In  less  time  than  it  has 
cost  me  to  explain  his  negative  conduct, 
the  skipper  had  proved  his  activity  and 
the  sincere  regard  which  he  had  acquired 
for  Bedford  Lyte.  Even  in  this  last 
altercation  Lyte  had  enhanced  this 
regard,  not  using  a  single  coarse  or 
mean  expression,  and  nobly  abstaining 
from  claiming  service  on  the  score  of 
the   tremendous   service   which    he    had 
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rendered   to   the    ship   and   all   on  board 
of  her. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  the  life-boat, 
with  the  four  best  men  as  oarsmen,  and 
Mr.  Grays  as  coxswain,  and  the  boatswain 
in  the  bows,  was  cleaving  the  moonlit 
waves.  The  Adriatic  had  shortened  sail, 
and  was  dodging  to  and  fi'o  warily  with 
men  on  the  look-out  all  over  her  rigging. 
The  Haiiseatica  had  tried  to  pick  up  the 
swimmer,  and  failed,  omng  to  her  de- 
fective rudder;  but  as  he  was  beginning 
to  wish  for  his  cork  jacket  while  swimming 
in  her  wake,  and  hoping  she  would  throw 
him  a  life-buoy,  oars  came  splashing  up ; 
a  coil  of  rope  was  chucked  before  his 
face  ;  he  laid  hold,  drew  it  short,  and 
was  pulled  under  the  gunwale  of  the 
Adriatic'' s  life-boat.  Two  stalwart  arms 
were  protruded,  he  made  a  spring  upward 
with  all  his  might,  and  they  caught  him 
under  the  armpits  and  hauled  him  in. 
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^^How  be  yoii,  Muster  Lyte  ?  "  asked 
Mr.  Grays. 

^^  Jolly,  thank  yoii,  Grays.  I  began  to 
feel  tired,  though,  when  yon  came  np. 
It's  awkward  swimming  in  the  sea  with 
these  clothes  on." 

*^  Yon  are  to  drink  this  now,  sii'." 
{This  was  whisky  and  bitters.)  So  he 
drank  it  withont  making  any  wiy  faces^ 
and  then  did  begin  to  feel  jolly. 

^'  Now  thank  yon  all,  my  merry,  merry,, 
men,"  he  cried.  ^'Bnt  easy,  lads,  easy: 
Where  are  yon  rowing  to  ?  I'm  going 
on  board  the — what's  her  name  ?  You 
don't  think  I  took  that  header  for 
nothing." 

''  We  be  to  put  you  on  board  of  she, 
and  leave  you  there  for  the  night,  or  to 
fetch  off  the  saloon  ladies  to  the  Adriatic^ 
or  to  take  you  back  as  we  be,  whichever 
you  do  choose,  Muster  Lyte,"  said  Grays 
categorically. 
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*^I  vote  for  fetching  off  the  ladies," 
said  Lyte  ;  ^^  but  in  that  case,  how  about 
the  rest  of  this  ship's  company,  passen- 
gers and  all  ?  " 

''AVhy,  Muster  Lyte!  "  exclaimed  Grays 
reproachfully,  "  you  didn't  go  for  to  think 
that  our  skipper,  whom  we've  sailed  with 
this  thu'teen  voyages  or  more,  was  going 
to  leave  all  them  poor  creeters  to  perish. 
He  know'd  about  how  long  the  lob-sided 
old  thing  would  float.  He  wanted  to 
hold  off  and  on  till  dayhght,  and  then 
fetch  'em  off  comfortable  when  this  sea 
had  gone  down  a  bit  more.  It's  well 
enough  now  when  you  he  at  sea,  but  it's 
orkard  alongside  o'  ships,  partickler  at 
night." 

After  this  oration  Lyte  paused,  and 
then  said :  "  I  see  I  have  done  our  good 
captain  wrong  in  thinking  he  was  going 
to  desert  these  foreigners.  But  I'll  give 
61.    apiece   to   every  man  in  this  boat's 
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crew  for  saving  me  from  drowning  (wldcli 
youVe  done,  lads,  and  no  mistake),  and 
51.  apiece  to  each  if  you'll  come  now  and 
fetch  off  the  ladies  from  the  Hanseatica.'' 
*^  Hooroar !  hooroar  !  "  they  shouted ; 
and  again  the  life-boat  danced  over  the 
waves,  and  soon  drew  alongside  the  lee 
of  the  steamship,  which  contrived  to  luff 
up  a  few  points  in  order  to  make  a  lee- 
side  protection  of  the  gallant  little  boat. 
Only  Mr.  Grays  and  Mr.  Lyte  went  on 
board,  the  latter  of  whom  the  captain, 
Overbeck,  received  at  the  gangway,  and 
clasping  the  dripping  hero  in  his  arms, 
squeezed  the  water  out  of  his  scanty 
garments,  and  poured  words  of  gratitude 
and  devotion  into  his  ears.  He  had  seen 
the  dispute  on  the  retiring  poop  of  the 
great  ship ;  had  seen  the  gallant  plunge, 
and  heard  the  swimmer's  German  shouts 
from  the  smnmit  of  the  waves.  He  had 
endeavoured  with  his  own  hands  to  cast 
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lines  to  the  shimmer  as  the  Hansca- 
tica  passed  him  in  its  wayT\-ard  coui'se, 
and  was  in  tlie  act  of  lashing  together 
some  spars  to  he  cast  astern  for  his  sup- 
port, -when  the  life-hoat  appeared  rowing 
straight  to  the  scene  of  his  struggles. 
This  good  man  insisted  upon  taking  L}i:e 
into  the  roundhouse,  and  clothing  him  in 
dry  garments  from  his  own  chest,  before 
he  would  conduct  him  to  the  saloon. 
Meanwhile  he  sent  to  the  ladies,  re- 
questing them  to  hasten  their  prepara- 
tions for  departure,  and  promising  himself 
to  bring  any  valuables  which  they  might 
have  to  leave  in  his  own  box  to  the 
Adriatic  on  the  following  morning. 
''For  me,"  he  said  to  Lyte,  ''if  I  am 
permitted  to  bring  a  few  articles  for 
those  charming  young  creatures,  my  own 
chronometers  and  sextants  and  haK-a- 
dozen  shirts,  I  am  more  than  satisfied. 
You  are  my  benefactor,  and  your  c  apt  am 
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is  not  so  hard  of  heart  as  I  thought  him 
to  be.  Oh,  it  is  too  terrible  to  think 
that  he  might  have  sailed  away  had  you 
not  plunged  in  the  mighty  ocean !  " 

On  board  the  poor  crippled,  helpless 
steamship  an  absolute  panic  had  pre- 
vailed for  a  few  minutes  among  the 
passengers  and  crew  when  the  Adriatic 
forged  ahead  without  any  apparent  in- 
tention of  rescuing  them  from  their  fate. 
All  their  four  seaworthy  boats  had  been 
carried  away  or  dashed  to  pieces  by  the 
fury  of  the  sea.  Even  upon  the  poor  old 
inverted  jolly-boat  a  topmast  had  fallen 
and  staved  it  in.  The  other  topmasts 
were  overboard,  the  rudder  was  haK  torn 
from  the  stern-post,  the  engines  were 
wholly  incapacitated  for  work,  and,  worse 
than  aU,  the  ship  had  sprung  a  fearful 
leak,  and  the  steam-pump  being  unavail- 
able, it  was  foimd  impossible  to  prevent 
the  water  from  gaining  upon  them  every 
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hour,  though  one  gang  reheved  another 
without  cessation  at  the  hand-pumps. 
Even  without  fiu'ther  accident  (and  to 
what  chances  and  risks  were  they  not 
exposed  ?)  it  was  scarcely  possible  to 
keep  the  ship  afloat  another  twenty-four 
hours. 

The  crew  consisted  of  thhty-two  hands, 
all  told.  There  were  some  seventy-five 
steerage  passengers  on  board  —  men, 
women,  and  childi'en — Germans  and 
Danes.  In  the  saloon  were  two  German 
gentlemen,  merchants,  and  an  EngUsh- 
man  escoi-ting  his  ^vife  and  her  two 
sisters.  Only  the  latter  group  and  the 
superior  officers  of  the  vessel  were 
allowed  on  the  poop-deck.  They  (the 
cabin  passengers)  sat  there  while  the 
Adriatic  was  careering  past  them.  She 
was  for  about  a  minute  not  more  than 
fifty  yards  distant.  Only  one  short,  thick- 
set,  fierce    man,    with   a   brass   trumpet 
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in  Ms  hand,  stood  at  the  taffrail  of  lier 
poop.  He  wore  a  maroon  worsted  jacket, 
like  the  bar-keeper  in  a  London  gin- 
palace.  This  was  Captain  M'Leod.  Be- 
hind him  stood  two  broad-shouldered 
splendid  men,  looking  like  twins,  and 
taller  even  than  they  were  from  the  httle 
elevation  of  the  platform  on  which  they 
stood  to  tm-n  the  wheel.  The  only  pecu- 
liarity about  either  of  these  two  was  a 
faded  blue  flannel  cap  which  one  wore ; 
but  his  back  was  turned  upon  the  steam- 
ship. 

The  two  Germans  sat  pale  and  mute, 
but  gazing  with  agony  at  the  Adriatic, 
The  Englishman,  a  fine,  tall,  bearded 
soldier,  rose  and  waved  his  imdi-ess  mili- 
tary cap.  ^'Help!  help!  you  English- 
men; for  the  love  of  God!  You  won't 
leave  women  to  sink  in  this  cursed  ocean. 
Help!"  But  the  wind  swept  his  words 
away,    and    the    two    captains,    bawling 
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at  each  other  through  their  sj^eaking- 
trumpets,  overbore  the  sound  of  his 
voice.  Seeing  that  he  had  spoken  in 
vain,  and  hwd  as  much  at  the  hardness 
of  the  hearts  that  could  resist  such  an 
appeal,  as  at  the  fate  impending  over  his 
charge,  he  looked  down  at  his  beautiful 
young  wife  with  a  face  upon  which  de- 
spair was  slowly  creeping.  A  smile  was 
only  fading  out  of  her  bright  young  face. 
She  and  her  younger  sister  were  not  old 
enough  to  appreciate  danger.  They  had 
just  been  laughing  at  Mr.  Jones's  sten- 
torian greeting.  The  elder  sister,  who 
was  going  ''out"  to  meet  her  husband, 
seemed  more  sad  and  indifferent  to  good 
or  evil,  than  frightened. 

Xo  sooner  had  the  Adriatic  passed 
them  fauiy  than  the  expression  of  the 
EngHshman's  face  underwent  another 
change,  which  his  T\ife  quickly  discerned. 
*^  Why,  George,  dear,  what  has  haj^pened 
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now  ?  Are  we  all  going  up  to  heaven  in 
a  balloon?  Tell  me  quickly.  Nothing 
€an  surprise  me  any  more." 

''  Nelly,  my  love  !  Janet !  Don't  you 
see  him?"  he  said,  pointing  ecstatically 
to  the  stern  of  the  Adriatic,  They 
turned  instantly,  and  gazed  with  wide- 
open  blue  eyes  and  envious  black  curhng 
lashes. 

''Don't  you  see  him,  my  darhngs  ? 
It's  Lyte !  It's  my  dear  old  Bedford, 
the  truest  man  and  best  friend  in  the 
world.  Don't  you  know  his  cap,  the  old 
university  blue,  in  which  he  won  every 
race  he  rowed  ?  Look  at  him.  He  has 
left  the  wheel.  He's  pitching  into  that 
brute  of  a  skipper  in  the  tapster's  jacket 
and  the  penny  trumpet.  He's  taking  his 
€oat  off.  See !  can't  you  see,  girls  ? 
He's  going  to  thrash  him.  Won't  he 
give  it  him  !  that's  all." 

The  two  German  gentlemen,  who  were 
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not  familiarly  acquainted  rntli  English 
vernacular,  could  not  quite  follow  Cax3- 
tain  Fuller's  fi'ee  and  easy  diction ;  but 
being  bigbly  interested  in  bis  sudden 
liilarity,  and  charmed  with  any  prospect 
of  a  change  to  which  they  thought  this 
source  of  interest  might  conduce,  came 
and  craned  over  the  taffrail,  staring  also 
with  wide  blue  eyes  at  the  dumb  show 
on  the  poop  of  the  retreating  ship. 

Janet's  heai*t  leaped  and  bounded  with- 
in her  so  furiously,  or  rather  so  gleefully, 
that  she  had  much  ado  not  to  leap  over- 
board herself.  ^^Hold  me  tight,  Nelly,'' 
she  exclaimed.  ^'  Blanche  dear,  you  hold 
me  tight  on  this  side.  Don't  let  me 
jump  over  into  the  horrid  sea.  I  can't 
quite  see  him,  my  eyes  are  so  full  of 
tears.  I  am  crying  for  joy.  It  is  my 
*  Sn '  you  know,  Nelly,  my  ot^tl  '  Sir.' 
Is  it  really  liim  .^  Is  that  his  old  broad 
back  turned  to  us,  with  no  coat  on  and 
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a  blue  shirt  ?  I  remember  his  broad  back 
in  chm'ch.  They  won't  let  him  jump 
into  this  nasty  rough  sea  to  come  to  me, 
will  they?  But  he  taught  Berty  to  swim. 
He  can  swim.  He  can  do  everything. 
You  know  he  can,  Nelly.  And  why  don't 
you  say  so?  Every  thing!"  Thus  the 
innocent  prattled  in  her  joyous  bewilder- 
ment, while  Bedford  Lyte  was  waging  his 
hot  and  hasty  war  of  words  with  M^Leod. 

Presently  Fuller  started,  seeing  his 
friend  apparently  mounting  the  rail  for 
that  headlong  and  fearful  plunge  into  the 
mighty  sea.  ^'  Look  at  him  !  Was  there 
ever  such  a  trump  ?  He  is  going  to  swim 
off  to  us." 

*'  A  trump  !  Vas  is  das  ?  "  remarked 
the  Hamburgher.  ^^  Perhaps  dis  is  Herr 
VanTromp!" 

*'  Hullo  !  There  he  goes  !  Hurrah  ! 
God  bless  him  !  Was  there  ever  such 
a  good  pluck'd    one?      Eh,  mein  herr? 
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What  do  you  think  of  that?  That's 
the  way  an  Enghshman  bathes — hkes 
deep  water  and  plenty  of  sea  room." 

But  Janet  was  frightened  now,  and 
well  she  might  be ;  for,  remember,  this 
was  transacted  by  moonlight,  and  if  an 
envious  cloud  or  mist  had  obsciu-ed  that 
luminary,  both  ships  would  inevitably 
have  lost  sight  of  the  sohtary  swimmer ; 
even  in  her  full  effulgence  none  but  the 
most  daring  and  powerful  swimmer  could 
ventm'e  on  such  a  plunge  into  such  a  sea. 
Yet,  as  some  men  have  dived  from  the 
yard-arm  of  a  fiill  rigged  ship,  the  feat 
was  far  from  singular. 

The  ships,  as  yet,  were  not  very  far 
apart ;  and  at  first  it  seemed  easy  enough 
to  steer  the  Hanseatica  two  points  out 
of  her  com'se  to  pass  close  to  the  swim- 
mer, drop  him  a  noosed  rope  to  shp 
under  his  arms,  and  so  lift  him  unto 
the  deck.     In  order  to  make  sm'e  of  his 

VOL.  III.  R 
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new  friend,  Captain  Overbeck  took  in 
yet  another  large  sail,  which  reduced 
the  pace  of  her  progress  by  one-third. 
Alas !  shortly  after  this  was  done,  and 
they  had  arrived  almost  abreast  of  poor 
Bedford,  they  found  that  the  vessel  had 
lost  all  steerage-way  from  the  slowness 
of  her  movement,  and  were  unable  to 
force  her  near  enough  to  assist  their 
benefactor.  But  while  their  futile  efforts 
w^ere  being  made  a  joyous  sight  greeted 
Fuller's  eyes.. 

^'  I  told  you  so,  girls  !  "  he  exclaimed, 
though  he  had  omitted  to  tell  them  any- 
thing of  the  kind.  "  Look,  there  comes 
the  life-boat !  A  beauty  she  is,  too,  and 
well  manned.  I  thought  the  bold  buc- 
caneer w^ould  be  afraid  to  let  Lyte  di'own. 
His  college  would  have  come  down  upon 
the  skipper,  and  had  him  hanged.  You 
can't  drown  a  man  of  that  stamp  like 
a  poor  devil  of  a  Dutch  emigi'ant.     See 
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how  splendidly  they  steer — right  toward 
him!" 

''  Why  do  they  twist  about  so,  then  ?  " 
asked  poor  little  Janet,  who  was  picking 
up  a  httle  courage  now  that  she  saw  a 
fine  handsome  boat  rowed  by  four  men, 
steered  by  a  giant,  and  with  an  amphi- 
bious monster  in  the  bows,  sent  out  on 
pui'pose  to  pick  the  gentleman  up  after 
his  moonHght  bath.  She  thought  no 
longer  of  their  own  peril,  but  of  his, 
and  expected  to  see  the  boat  going 
straight  as  an  arrow,  or  a  skiff  on  the 
placid  river  Peddle. 

Fuller  explained  to  her  that  it  was 
necessary  to  meet  each  roUer  as  it  ap- 
proached with  the  pointed  bow  of  the 
boat.  All  she  cared  about  just  now  was 
^' Sir's"  safety;  and  lo !  now  it  was 
secured.  She  could  see  him  distinctly 
drinking  something  out  of  a  flask,  then, 
after  the  oars  had  all  been  still  a  while. 
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a  loud  hurrah !  and  then  the  boat  came 
dancing  over  the  waves  towards  the 
Hanseatica.  She  hid  her  face  in 
her  hands  and  hstened.  There  once 
more  were  the  well-remembered  sounds, 
the  swing,  the  pulse,  the  splash  of  un- 
seen oars,  coming  to  her  from  the  unseen 
world,  bringing  life  and  joy  to  her  heart, 
bringing  her  lover,  who  was  come,  having 
risked  his  own  hfe  to  save  hers,  to  make 
her  one  mth  him,  and  keep  her  safely 
for  ever.  Yes,  he  did  love  her  still. 
She  could  not,  would  not  doubt  it. 

Now  while  Bedford  was  being  dressed 
by  Captain  Overbeck,  Fuller  ascertained 
from  Mr.  Grays  that  he  had  no  anticipa- 
tion of  finding  any  friends  on  board  this 
ill-starred  ship,  and  that  he  expected  to 
find  none  but  Germans  in  the  Bremen 
steamer.  So  they  agreed  to  hide  and 
let  him  see  Janet  first  alone.  Fuller 
knocked     at    the     captain's     door,     and 
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wliisperecl  a  communication  wliicb.  in- 
duced that  officer  to  withdraw  at  the 
door  of  the  saloon.  Finding  himself 
alone  there,  and  the  state-room  doors 
around  all  closed,  he  called  out,  ^^  Ladies, 
please  not  to  be  longer  than  you  can 
help." 

Then  a  door  at  his  elbow  was  opened, 
and  Janet  was  standing  alone  in  the 
doorway.  She  wore  only  a  plain  black 
velvet  frock.  But  her  eyes  were  dancing 
with  the  hght  of  love.  Her  hps  were 
just  parted,  like  the  carmine  petals  of 
a  fuchsia,  disclosing  a  milk-white  calyx 
underneath.  There  still  hovered  about 
her  a  fi'agrance  of  dewy  rose-leaves,  and 
her  glorious  haii'  was  massed  in  all  its 
profusion  on  her  comely  head. 

^^  Am  I  dreaming  ?  "  he  asked. 

There  were  two  lamps  hanging  up  over 
the  table  in  the  middle  of  the  saloon. 
One  of  these  threw  a  subdued  light  upon 
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lier,  and  she  assuredly  was  a  real  woman 
— really  Ms  own  Janet,  only  grown  far 
more  beautiful  than  his  imagination  had 
pictured  her  in  its  wildest  dream. 

^'  Are  you  really  Janet  ?  "  he  asked. 

There  was  something  so  reverential  in 
his  admiration  for  her  beauty  that  it 
consoled  her  for  the  disappointment  of 
finding  that  he  had  not  come  solely  or 
specially  to  rescue  her. 

*'  Did  not  you  know  I  was  here,  sir  ?  " 
she  asked  timidly. 

It  was  the  first  time  she  had  ever 
caUed  him  ''  Sir." 

^^  I  had  much  less  hope  of  seeing  you 
than  of  being  in  Paradise  to-day,  dear. 
Indeed,  this  is  a  foretaste  of  Paradise, 
seeing  you  again  after  so  many  years. 
I  never  used  to  speak  to  you  Uke  that 
in  the  old  days;  and  now  that  I  would 
do  so,  perhaps  you  will  not  let  me." 

*'  You  took  away  my  dear  old   Gamp, 
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you  know,"  she  reiDlied  arclily.  ''And 
it  is  not' me  you  have  come  to  save  to- 
night." So  sa}T.ng,  she  peeped  up  slyly 
at  his  puzzled  face. 

"I  cannot  honestly  say  it  was,  dear," 
he  ui'ged,  vdih  ]3roYoking  conscientious- 
ness. "  Yet  I  felt  strangely  drawn  to- 
wards this  vessel,  and  I  fancied  I  heard 
you  laugh  when  Httle  Boanerges  hailed 
it.  I  could  not  look  toward  the  deck 
when  I  thought  I  could  not  help  the 
people  on  it ;  but  in  two  minutes  I  had 
determined  to  helj)  them,  or  die  in  the 
attempt." 

He  saw  nothing  of  her  now  but  her 
golden  hau'  glistening  in  the  hght  of 
the  dim  lamp.  It  almost  touched  his 
breast  as  she  stooped  and  murmm-ed, 
lowly,  "Do  you  love — me — sir  ?  " 

"Look  at  me  darling,"  he  said,  clasp- 
ing both  his  arms  round  her  little  waist. 

"I'm   afraid,"   she   whispered.      "Oh, 
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no,  I'm  not.  There ! "  and  lifting  her 
face,  she  looked  modestly  and  sweetly 
into  his  ''  dear,  sad  eyes,"  as  she  used  to 
call  them. 

^^Do  I  love  you?"  he  repeated.  ''Well, 
dear,  I  have  loved  you  so  truly  and  so 
intensely  for  five  or  six  years  that  I  may 
honestly  say  this  most  blessed  moment 
is  the  climax  of  every  moment  of  time 
for  all  those  years.  But  may  I  hope 
that  you  will  forgive  me  all  my  harsh- 
ness, and  that  you  mil  love  me  a  Uttle  ?  " 

''I  want  to  he  your  httle  wife,"  she 
whispered. 

Then  he  at  last,  after  so  many  years 
of  waiting,  of  self-denial,  self-control, 
and  resignation,  yielded  to  that  impulse 
which  is  common  to  all  men  so  situated. 
Nor  did  she  affect  a  false  modesty,  but 
allowed  him  to  feel  that  she  considered 
herself  in  a  manner  his  already.  She 
knew   the   man   so   well,  at    length — his 
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honour,  loyalty,  and  integrity,  that  she 
already  experienced  the  repose  of  love. 
She  could  lean  upon  him  in  all  things, 
or,  if  need  be,  could  lie  in  his  arms  hke 
an  infant.  He  was  strong  enough  phy- 
sically, intellectually,  and  morally  for  her 
to  repose  in  him  with  a  perfect  trust. 

"  What  in  the  world  were  you  going  to 
New  York  for?"  he  asked  her,  as  they 
retm-ned  to  the  Adriatic. 

"  To  find  my  Sh,  and  give  him  back 
his  fortune,"  she  saucily  said. 

^^Or?"  he  urged. 

''  Or  his  little  giii." 

****** 

Thus  the  formal  comiship  of  Janet 
Browne  and  Bedford  Lyte  was,  after  all, 
of  brief  duration,  and  under  disadvanta- 
geous cu'cumstances,  yet  was  it  perhaps 
as  pregnant  with  joy  as  many  elaborate 
and  luxmious  wooings.  The  remainder 
of  the  voyage  to  the  British  Channel  was 
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a  series  of  incessant  hardships  and  appre- 
hensions, for  the  rudder  of  the  Adriatic 
became  less  and  less  trustworthy  every 
day.  They  were  crowded  with  guests, 
for  whom  they  could  neither  provide 
water  enough  to  drink  nor  decently 
cooked  food  to  eat.  The  beds,  fortu- 
nately, had  been  brought  from  the 
Bremen  vessel  and  placed  between- 
decks.  Moreover,  these  people  were 
for  the  most  part  angry,  discontented, 
and  more  dirty  even  than  a  scarcity  of 
fresh  water  rendered  necessary.  Three 
strong  men  died  for  want  of  water,  and 
even  the  ladies  could  only  have  a  short 
half-pint  each  per  diem. 

Instead  of  proceeding  to  Canada  by 
way  of  New  York,  Captain  and  Mrs. 
Fuller  returned  to  their  sister's  wed- 
ding, which  took  place  at  the  rectan- 
gular "  dry  dock"  church  in  the  ensuing 
March.     Having  thus  had  more  time  to 
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think  of  his  future  plans,  and  a  deep 
repugnance  to  subjecting  his  wife  a 
second  time  to  the  terrors  of  the  ocean, 
Fuller  sold  out  of  the  regiment  in  Canada 
into  which  he  had  exchanged,  and  took 
his  wife  to  live  at  his  own  place  in  Ox- 
fordshire, where  Bedford  and  his  wife 
often  visit  them.  Janet  struggled  hard 
to  have  her  nuptials  celebrated  at  the 
dear  old  chm-ch  near  the  abbey,  where 
he  and  she  had  long  ago  worshipped 
together,  and  even  then  innocently 
loved  each  other.  But  on  this  point 
Mr.  Browne  was  adamantine.  Where 
he  worshipped,  there  should  his  childi'en 
be  baptized,  confirmed,  receive  com- 
munion, and  (if  guis)  be  wedded.  So 
they  yielded,  on  condition  that  the  Eev. 
Cyprian  Key  should  marry  them,  which 
he  did.  Lyte  suggested  that  an  ecclesi- 
astic of  the  Browne  family  should 
*^  assist,"  by  way  of  making  peace,  but 
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the  only  available  one  liad  tried  to 
lecture  Mr.  Browne  on  his  anticipatory 
death-bed,  and  he  could  ''  bear  the  sight 
of"  that  divine  less  than  before.  So  this 
amiable  proposition  was  frustrated.  The 
old  proverb  that  ^'  It's  an  ill  wind  which 
blows  nobody  good  "  was  curiously  exem- 
phfied,  as  we  have  seen,  in  the  case  of 
the  Hanseatica's  loss,  and  the  gain  which 
accrued  to  Nelly  and  Janet.  It  also 
proved  a  benefit  to  poor  Mrs.  George 
Baily,  who  received  letters  in  England 
informing  her  that  her  husband  had  died 
in  New  York  rather  before  the  date  on 
which  she  had  expected  to  arrive. 

The  poor  little  English  tomtit  fulfilled 
its  last  mission  in  obHging  its  master  to 
cross  the  Atlantic  in  a  ship  which  was 
destined  to  rescue  his  bride  from  a  watery 
gi'ave.  It  only  survived  until  the  night 
before  the  wedding,  when,  at  midnight, 
while  roosting  on  the  rail  at  the  foot  of 
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Lyts's  bed,  it  suddenly,  and  contrary  to 
custom,  lowered  its  second  leg,  grasped 
the  rail  with  both,  and  finding  its  hold  to 
slacken  even  so,  fluttered  to  Bedford's 
pillow,  and  died  in  the  hand  that  pro- 
jected from  under  his  drowsy  head.  On 
his  bridal  morn  Bedford  vn'apped  the 
remains  of  his  faithful  and  most  service- 
able friend  in  a  parchment  scroll  wherein 
were  written  certain  words  of  the  great 
Master  as  to  the  Divine  care  for  such 
humble  creatui'es,  and  carried  the  parcel 
to  Tobias  Graves,  with  orders  to  bmy  it 
decently  in  a  coffin  of  zinc  soldered,  and 
cased  with  oak,  in  consecrated  ground. 
So  the  heart  of  the  ancient  gi'ave-digger 
was  cheered  on  this  festive  occasion  with 
the  secret  prospect  of  a  speedy  interment. 
Thus  also  did  Janet  lose  her  last  survi- 
ving rival  to  "  Sir's  "  affections. 

Mr.  Browne  still  thrives  at  Pedhngton 
in  a  green  old  age.     His  gentle  wife  still 
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watches  over  him  and  all  her  scattered 
brood  with  unfailing  tenderness.  Frank, 
who  as  yet  has  been  too  fastidious  to 
marry,  devotes  much  of  his  superfluous 
energy  to  tormenting  sister  Joan,  who  is 
developing  the  fruit  of  an  acidulated 
temper  on  the  apex  of  her  Roman  nose. 
Albert  has  withdrawn  to  a  seclusion  in 
the  cheerful  village  of  Tiddenden,  where 
he  reads  melancholy  effusions,  and  endea- 
vours to  relieve  the  firm  of  his  annuity 
by  perilous  evolutions  on  (and  off)  a 
bicycle. 

We  may  conclude  this  simple  chronicle 
by  remarking  that  about  a  year  after  the 
marriage  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bedford  Lyte, 
the  former's  only  relative  died,  and,  to 
recompense  him  for  previous  injuries,  left 
him  an  ample  property,  saddled  with  the 
condition  that  he  should  invest  12,000Z.  or 
13,000L  in  land.  He  therefore  purchased 
a  pretty  cottage  and  model  farm  on  the 
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Thames,  near  his  Mend  Captain  Fuller  ; 
and  Blanche,  until  her  second  marriage, 
with  Maynard  Martin,  Esq.,  of  Plumstead 
Manor,  in  Kent  (her  junior,  some  say), 
used  to  divide  her  time  chiefly  between 
Mrs.  Fuller  of  Watermead,  and  Mrs. 
Bedford  Lyte  of  Abbey  Cottage. 


THE   END. 
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Hugo's  Toilers  of  the  Sea,     lor.  6d. 

».  >>  M  6j.   ^ 

Kingston's  Ben  Burton,     y.  6d. 
Kennan's  Tent  Life.    6s. 

King's  Mountaineering  in  the  Sierra  Nevada. 
Low's  Edition  of  American  Authors.     \s.  6d.  and  2x.  each.     23 

Vols,  published.     See  Alphabet  under  Low^. 
Lyra  Sacra  Americana.     4J.  6d. 
Macgregor  (John)  Rob  Roy  Books.     (See  Alphabet.) 
Maury's  Physical  Geography  of  the  Sea.     6j. 
Parisian  Family.     $s. 
Phelps  (Miss)  The  Silent  Partner.     5*. 
Picture  Gallery  British  Art.     izr. 
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Books  for  School  Prizes  and  Presents,  continued— 
Picture  Gallery  Sacred  Art.     12^. 
Ready,  O  Ready.     By  Captain  Allston,  R.N.     3^,  6d. 
Reynard  the  Fox.     100  Exquisite  Illustrations.     75-  dd. 
Sea-Gull  Rock.     79  Beautiful  Woodcuts,     'js.  6d.  and  2j.  6d. 
Stanley's  How  I  Found  Livingstone.     215. 
Stowe  (Mrs.)  Pink  and  White  Tyranny.     35.  6d. 

Old  Town  Folks.     Cloth  extra  6s.  and  2s.  6d. 

Minister's  'Wooing.    5J.  ;  boards,  is.  6d. 

•  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island,    ss. 

My  Wife  and  I.    6s. 

Tauchnitz's  German  Authors.    See  Tauchnitz. 
Tayler  (C.  B.)  Sacred  Records.     2s.  6d. 
Titcoinb's  Letters  to  Young  People,     is.  6d.  and  2s. 
Twenty  Years  Ago.    4J. 
Under  the  6lue  Sky.     ^s.  6d. 
Verne's  Meridiana.    7^.  6d. 

Twenty  Thousand  Leagues  Under  the  Sea.     xos.  6d. 

Whitney's  (Mrs.)  Books.    See  Alphabet. 

Bowles  (T.  G.)  The  Defence  of  Paris,  narrated  as  it  was 

Seen.     8vo.  14J. 

Bowker  (G.)  St.  Mark's  Gospel.  With  Explanatory  Notes. 
For  the  Use  of  Schools  and  Colleges.  By  George  Bowker,  late 
Second  IMaster  of  the  Newport  Grammar  School,  Isle  of  Wight,  i  vol. 
foolscap,  cloth. 

Bradford   (Wm.)     The    Arctic   Regions.     Illustrated  with 

Photographs,  taken  on  an  Art  Expedition  to  Greenland.  With  Descrip- 
tive Narrative  by  the  Artist.  In  One  Volume,  royal  broadside,  25  inches 
by  20,  beautifully  bound  in  morocco  extra,  price  Twenty-five  Guineas. 

Bremer  (Fredrika)  Life,  Letters,  and  Posthumous  Works. 

Crown  8vo.    lay.  6d. 

Brett  (E.)  Notes  on  Yachts.    Fop.   6j. 

Bristed  (C.  A.)  Five  Years  in   an  English    University^ 

Fourth  Edition,  Revised  and  Amended  by  the  Author.   Post  8vo.    loj.  6d. 

Broke  (Admiral  Sir  B.  V.  P.,  Bart.,  K.C.B.)  Biography 

of.     l/. 

Brothers  Rantzau.    See  Erckmann-Chatrian. 

Brown  (Colin  Rae).  Edith  Dewar.  3  vols.  Cr.Svo.  iLiis.6d. 

Browning  (Mrs.  E.  B.)  The  Rhyme  of  the  Duchess  May. 
Demy  4to.  Illustrated  with  Eight  Photographs,  after  Drawings  by 
Charlotte  M.  B.  Morrell.     21J. 
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Burritt  (E.)   The  Black  Country  and  its  Green  Border 

Land.     Second  edition.     Post  8vo.     dr. 

A  Walk  from  London  to  Land's  End.     Cr.  8vo.  6j-. 

Lectures  and  Speeches.     Fcap.  8vo.  cloth,  6;-. 

Ten-Minute  Talk  on   all  sorts  of  Topics.     With 

Autobiography  of  the  Author.     Small  post  8 vo.,  cloth  extra,     dr. 

Bush  (R.J.)  Reindeer,  Dogs,  and  Snow  Shoes.   8vo.  i2j.6^. 

Bushnell's  (Dr.)  The  Vicarious  Sacrifice.   Post  Svo.    7j.6</. 

Sermons  on  Living  Subjects.      Crown   Svo.  cloth. 

is.td. 

Nature  and  the  Supernatural.     Post  Svo.    3^.  dd. 

Christian  Nurture.     3J.  dd. 

Character  of  Jesus,     dd. 

The  New  Life.     Crown  Svo.    3.;.  6^ 

Butler  (W.  F.)  The  Great  Lone  Land ;  an  Account  of  the 

Red  River  Expedition,  1869-1870,  and  Subsequent  Travels  and  Adven- 
tures in  the  Manitoba  Country,  and  a  Winter  Journey  across  the  Sas- 
katchewan Valley  to  the  Rocky  Mountains.  With  Illustrations  and 
Map.  Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  7J.  6d. 
(The  first  3  Editions  were  in  Svo.  cloth.     165.), 

The   Wild   North   Land  :    the   Story  of    a  Winter 

Journey  with  Dogs  across  Northern  North  America.  Demy  Svo.  cloth, 
with  numerous  Woodcuts  and  a  Map.  Fourth  Edition.  18^. 


ADOGAN  (Lady  A.)  Illustrated  Games  of 
Patience.  By  the  Lady  Adelaide  Cadogan.  Twenty- 
four  Diagrams  in  Colours,  with  Descriptive  Text.  Foolscap 
4to.,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  \2.s.  6d. 

California.     See  NordhofF. 

Canada  on  the  Pacific  :  being  an  account  of  a  journey  from 
Edmonton  to  the  Pacific,  by  the  Peace  River  Valley.  By  Charles 
Horeuky.     Cloth.     5J. 

Carlisle  (Thos.)    The  Unprofessional  Vagabond.     Fcap. 

Svo.  Fancy  boards,     is. 

Ceramic  Art.     See  Jacquemart. 

Changed  Cross  (The)  and  other  Religious  Poems.     2s.  6d, 

Child's  Play,  with  16  coloured  drawings  by  E.  V.  B.  An 
entirely  new  edition,  printed  on  thick  paper,  with  tints,  7J.  6d, 
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Chefs-d'oeuvre  of  Art  and  Master-pieces  of  Engraving, 

selected  from  the  celebrated  Collection  of  Prints  and  Drawings  in  the 
British  Museum.  Reproduced  in  Photography  by  Stephen  Thompson. 
Imperial  folio,  Thirty-eight  Photographs,  cloth  gilt.     4/.  14^.  6d. 

China.     See  Illustrations  of. 

Christ  in  Song.  Hymns  of  Immanuel,  selected  from  all  Ages, 
with  Notes.  By  Philip  Schaff,  D.D.  Crown  8vo.  toned  paper, 
beautifully  printed  at  the  Chiswick  Press.  With  Initial  Letters  and 
Ornaments  and  handsomely  bound.     New  Edition.     5^. 

Christabel.     See  Bayard  Series. 

Christmas  Presents.    See  Illustrated  Books. 

Chronicles  of  Castle  of  Amelroy.   4to.  With  Photographic 

Illustrations.     2/.  2J. 

Clara  Vaughan.    See  Blackmore. 

Coffin  (G.  C.)  Our  New  Way  Round  the  World.  8vo.    12s. 

Conquered  at  Last ;  from  Records  of  Dhu  Hall  and  its  Inmates; 
A  Novel.     3  vols.     Crown  ;  cloth.    31  j.  6d. 

Cook  (D.)  Young  Mr.  Nightingale.  A  Novel.  3  vols. 
Crown  8vo.,  cloth.     31^.  6d. 

Courtship  and  a  Campaign ;  a  Story  of  the  Milanese  Volun- 
teers of  1866,  under  Garibaldi.     By  M.  Dalin.     2  vols.  cr.  8vo.     aw. 

Cradock  Nowell.     See  Blackmore. 

Craik  (Mrs.)  The  Adventures  of  a  Brownie,  by  the  Author 

of  "  John  Halifax,  Gentleman."    With  numerous  Illustrations  by  Miss 
Paterson.     Square  cloth,  extra  gilt  edges.     5J. 
A  Capital  Book  for  a  School  Prize  for  Children  from  Seven  to  Fourteen. 

Little    Sunshine's  Holiday  (forming  Vol.   1.  of  the 

John  Halifax  Series  of  Girls'  Books).     Small  post  8vo.     4s. 

John  Halifax  Series.     See  Girls'  Books. 

Poems.     Crown,  cloth,  $s. 

(Georgiana  M.)  The  Cousin  from   India,  forming 

Vol.  2.  of  John  Halifax  Series.     Small  post  8vo.  4s. 

Only  a  Butterfly.    One  Volume,   crown  8vo.,  cloth, 

10s.  6d. 

Miss  Moore.     Small  post  8vo.,  with  Illustrations,  gilt 

edges.     45. 

Without  Kith  or  Kin.    3  vols,  crown  8vo.,  31^.  6i/. 

Hero  Trevelyan.    2  Vols.    Post  Svo.     21s. 


List  of  Publications.  13 

Craik's  American  Millwright  and  Miller.     With  numerous 
Illustrations.     8vo.     i/.  xs. 

Cummins  (Maria  S.)  Haunted  Hearts  (Low's  Copyright 

Series).     i6mo.  boards,     xs.  6d.  ;  cloth,  2S. 

Curtis's  History  of  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States. 

2  vols.  8vo.     24J. 


ALTON  (J.  C.)  A  Treatise  on  Physiology  and 
Hygiene  for  Schools,  Families,  and  Colleges,  with 
numerous  Illustrations,     "js.  6d. 

Dana  (R.  H.)  Two  Years  before  the  Mast  and 
Twenty-four  years  After.  New  Edition,  with  Notes  and  Reviaions. 
izmo.    6s. 

Dana  (Jas.   D.)   Corals   and   Coral    Islands.       Numerous 

Illustrations,  charts,  &c.      New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  with  numerous 
important  Additions  and  Corrections.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.    8^.  6d. 

[In  tJte  press. 
"Professed  geologists  and  zoologists,  as  well  as  general  readers,  will 
find  Professor  Dana's  book  in  every  way  worthy  of  their   attention." 
—  The  Athe7iau7n,  October  12,  1872. 

Daughter  (A)  of  Heth,  by  Wm.  Black.  Eleventh  and  Cheaper 
edition,     i  vol.  crown  8vo.     6j. 

Davies  (Wm.)     The  Pilgrimage  of  the   Tiber,  from  its 

Mouth  to  its  Source  ;  with  some  account  of  its  Tributaries.     8vo.,  with 
many  very  fine  Woodcuts  and  a  Map,  cloth  extra.    Second  Edition.    i8f . 

Devonshire   Hamlets  ;  Hamlet   1603,  Hamjet  1604.     I  Vol. 

8vo.     7J.  (>d. 

De  Witt  (Madame  Guizot).  An  Only  Sister.  Vol.  V. 
of  the  "John  Halifax"  Series  of  Girls'  Books.  With  Six  Illustrations. 
Small  post  8vo.  cloth.     45. 

Draper  (John  W.)  Human  Physiology.  Illustrated  with 
more  than  300  Woodcuts  from  Photographs,  &c.  Royal  8vo.  cloth 
extra,     i/.  5J. 

Duer's  Marine  Insurance.     2  vols.     3/.  3^. 

Duplais  and  McKennie,  Treatise  on  the  Manufacture  and 
Distillation  of  Alcoholic  Liquors.  With  numerous  Engravings. 
8vo.      2/.  2J-. 

Duplessis  (G.)  Wonders  of  Engraving.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  and  Photographs.     8vo.     i2j.  6rf. 

Dussauce  (Professor  H.)  A  New  and  Complete  Treatise 

on  the  Art  of  Tanning.     Royal  8vo.     il.  \os. 


General  Treatise  on  the  Manufacture  of  Vinegar. 


8vo.     1/.  \s. 
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^NGLISH    Catalogue    of  Books  (The)  Published 

during   1863  to  1871   inclusive,  comprising  also  the  Important 
American  Publications. 

This  Volume,  occupying  over  450  Pages,  shows  the  Titles 
of  32,000  New  Books  and  New  Editions  issued  during  Nine 
Years,  with  the  Size,  Price,  and  Publisher's  Name,  the  Lists  of  Learned 
Societies,  Printing  Clubs,  and  other  Literarj'  Associations,  and  the  Books 
issued  by  them  ;  as  also  the  Publisher's  Series  and  Collections — altogether 
forming  an  indispensable  adjunct  to  the  Bookseller's  Establishment,  as 
well  as  to  every  Learned  and  Literary  Club  and  Association.  30^.  half- 
bound. 

%*  The  previous  Volume,  1835  to  1862,  of  which  a  very  few  remain  on 
sale,  price  2/.  55. ;  as  also  the  Index  Volume,  1837  to  1857,  price  i/.  6^. 

Supplements,  1863,   1864,   1865,   y.  6d.  each;  1866, 


1867  to  1874,  5J.  each. 

English  Writers,  Chapters  for  Self-improvement  in  English 
Literature;   by  the  author  of  "  The  Gentle  Life. "     6s. 

Matrons  and  their  Profession;  With  some  Con- 
siderations as  to  its  Various  Branches,  its  National  Value,  and  the 
Education  it  requires.  Bj- M.  L.  F.,  Writer  of  "  My  Life,  and  what 
shall  I  do  with  it."  "  Battle  of  the  Two  Philosophies,"  and  "Strong 
and  Free."     CrowTi  8vo.,  cloth,  extra,  75.  6d.  {N'ozv  ready. 

Erckmann  -  Chatrian.     Forest    House     and    Catherine's 

Lovers.     Crown  8vo.     3J.  6d. 

The    Brothers    Rantzau :    A   Story   of  the  Vosges. 

2  vols,  crown  8 vo.  cloth.  21X.  New  Edition,  i  vol.,  profusely  illus- 
trated.    Cloth  extra,     is. 

Evans  (C.)     Over  the  Hills  and  Far  Away.    By  C.  Evans, 

Author  of  "A  Strange  Friendship."  One  Volume,  crown  8vo.,  cloth 
extra,  xos.  6d. 

A  Strange  Friendship.     Crown  Svo. ,  cloth.     55. 

Evans   (T.  W.)    History   of  the   American   Ambulance, 

established  in  Paris  during  the  Siege  of  1870-71.  Together  with  the 
Details  of  its  Method  and  its  Work.  By  Thomas  W.  Evans,  M.D., 
D.  D.  S.  Imperial  8\'o.,  with  numerous  illustrations,  cloth  extra,  price 
35^- 

AITH   GARTNEY'S  Girlhood,  by  the  Author  of 
"The  Gayworthys."  Fcap.  with  Coloured  Frontispiece,  -^s.td. 

Favourite    English   Poems.     New  and  Extended 

Edition,  with  300  illustrations.     Small  4to.     21s. 

Favell  (The)  Children.  Three  Little  Portraits,  Crown  i2mo. 
Four  Illustrations.     Cloth  gilt.     45. 

"  A  very  useful  and  clever  stor>'." — John  Bull. 

Few  (A)  Hints  on  Proving  Wills.    Enlarged  Edition,  sewed. 
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Field   (M.    B.)   Memories   of  Many  Men  and  of  some 

Women.     Post  8vo.,  cloth.     lar.  td. 
Fields  (J.  T.)  Yesterdays  with  Authors.   Cro\\-n8vo.  ioj.  6^. 
Fleming's  (Sandford)  Expedition.    See  Ocean  to  Ocean. 
Flemish    and    French    Pictures.       With  Notes  concerning 

the  Painters  and  their  Works  by  F.  G.  Stephens,  Author  of  "  Flemish 
Relics,"  "  Memoirs  of  Sir  Edwin  Landseer,"  &c.  Small  4to.  cloth  extra, 
bevelled  boards,  gilt  sides,  back,  and  edges,     i/.  8j. 

Flammarion  (C.)  The  Atmosphere.  Translated  from  the 
French  of  Camille  Flammariox.  Edited  by  James  Glaisher, 
f.R.S.,  Superintendent  of  the  Magnetical  and  Meteorological  Depart- 
ment of  the  Royal  Observatory  at  Greenwich.  With  lo  beautiful 
Chromo-Lithographs  and  8i  woodcuts.  Royal  8vo.  cloth  extra,  bevelled 
boards.     305-. 

Forbes   (J.  G.)  Africa:     Geographical     Exploration  and 

Christian  Enterprise,  from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Present.  By 
J.  Gruar  Forbes.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d. 

Franc  (Maude  Jeane)  Emily's  Choice,  an  Australian  Tale. 
I  vol.  small  post  8vo.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  G.  F.  Angas.     5J. 

Hall's  Vineyard.     Small  post  8vo. ,  cloth.     4?. 

John's  Wife.     A  Story  of  Life  in  South  Australia. 


Small  post  Svo.,  cloth  extra.     45. 

Marian,  or  the  Light  of  Some  One's  Home.    Fcp. 


3rd  Edition,  with  Frontispiece.     5J. 

Silken  Cords  and  Iron  Fetters.     4^. 

Vermont  Vale.   Small  post  4to.,  with  Frontispiece.  5^. 

Minnie's    Mission.      Small  post  8vo.,  with  Frontis- 


piece.   4^. 

Friswell  (J.  H.)     See  Gentle  Life  Series. 

One  of  Two.    3  vols.     i/.  lis.  6d, 

Friswell  (Laura.)   The  Gingerbread  Maiden;  and  other 
Stories.     With  Illustration.     Square  cloth.     35.  6d. 


AYWORTHYS   (The),  a  Story  of  New    England 

'  *^         Life.     Small  post  Svo.    3J.  6d. 

Gems  of  Dutch  Art.  Twelve  Photographs  from 
fine-rt  Engravings  in  British  Museum.  Sup.  royal  4to.  cloth 
extra.     25J. 

Gentle  Life  (Queen  Edition).    2  vols,  in  i.  Small  4to.   loj-.  6d. 
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THE  GENTLE  LIFE  SERIES.  Printed  in 
Elzevir,  on  Toned  Paper,  handsomely  bound,  form- 
ing suitable  Volumes  for  Presents.  Price  6s.  each; 
or  in  calf  extra,  price  los.  6d. 

The  Gentle  Life.  Essays  in  aid  of  the  Formation  of  Cha- 
racter of  Gentlemen  and  Gentlewomen.    Tenth  Edition. 

"Deserves  to  be  printed  in  letters  of  gold,  and  circulated  in  every 
Yioust."— Chambers'  Journal. 

About  in  the  World.  Essays  by  the  Author  of  "The  Gentle 
Life." 

"It  is  not  easy  to  open  it  at  any  page  without  finding  some  handy 
idea." — Morning  Post. 

Like  unto  Christ.  A  New  Translation  of  the  **De  Imita- 
tione  Christi  "  usually  ascribed  to  Thomas  a  Kempis.  With  a  Vignette 
from  an  Original  Drawing  by  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence.     Second  Edition. 

"Could  not  be  presented  in  a  more  exquisite  form,  for  a  more  sightly 
volume  was  never  seen." — Ill-ustrated  Lotidon  News. 

Familiar  Words.  An  Index  Verborum,  or  Quotation  Hand- 
book. Affording  an  immediate  Reference  to  Phrases  and  Sentences 
that  have  become  embedded  in  the  English  language.  Second  and  en- 
larged Edition. 

"The  most  extensive  dictionary  of  quotation  we  have  met  with." — 
Notes  and  Queries. 

Essays  by  Montaigne.  Edited,  Compared,  Revised,  and 
Annotated  by  the  Author  of  "The  Gentle  Life."  With  Vignette  Por- 
trait.    Second  Edition. 

"  We  should  be  glad  if  any  words  of  ours  could  help  to  bespeak  a  large 
circulation  for  this  handsome  attractive  book." — Illustrated  Times. 

The  Countess  of  Pembroke's  Arcadia.  Written  by  Sir 
Philip  Sidney.  Edited,  with  Notes,  by  the  Author  of  "The  Gentle 
Life."     Dedicated,  by  permission,  to  the  Earl  of  Derby,     ^s.  6d. 

"All  the  best  things  in  the  Arcadia  are  retained  intact  in  Mr.  Fris- 
well's  edition. — Examiner. 

The  Gentle  Life.     Second  Series.    Third  Edition. 

"  There  is  not  a  single  thought  in  the  volume  that  does  not  contribute  in 
some  measure  to  the  formation  of  a  true  gentleman." — Daily  News. 

Varia :  Readings  from  Rare  Books.  Reprinted,  by  per- 
mission, from  the  Saturday  Review,  Spectator,  &c. 

"  The  books  discussed  in  this  volume  are  no  less  valuable  than  they 
are  rare,  and  the  compiler  is  entitled  to  the  gratitude  of  the  public." 
— Observer. 

The   Silent  Hour :   Essays,  Original  and  Selected.     By 

the  Author  of  "The  Gentle  Life."    Second  Edition. 

"All  who  possess  the  'Gentle  Life'  should  own  this  volume." — 
Standard. 
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Essays    on   English  Writers,  for  the  Self-improvement  of 

Students  in  English  Literature. 

"To  all  (both  men  and  women)  who  have  neglected  to  read  and  study 
their  native  literature  we  would  certainly  suggest  the  volume  before  us 
as  a  fitting  introduction." — Exatnbier. 

Other  People's  Windows.    By  J.  Hain  Friswell.    Second 

Edition- 

"The  chapters  are  so  lively  in  themselves,  so  mingled  with  shrewd 
views  of  human  nature,  so  full  of  illustrative  anecdotes,  that  the  reader 
cannot  fail  to  be  amused." — Morning  Post. 


A  Man's  Thoughts.    By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 


German  Primer;    being  an  Introduction  to   First   Steps  in 
German.     By  I\L  T.  Preu.     2j.  6</. 

Getting  On  in  the  World;  or,  Hints  on  Success  in  Life. 

By  William  Mathews,  LL.D.  Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  bevelled 
edges.     6s. 

Girdlestone  (C.)  Christendom.     i2mo.     3^-. 

Family  Prayers.     i2mo.     \s.  6d. 

Glover  (Rev.  R.)  The  Light  of  the  Word.     Third  Edition. 

i8mo.     2S.  6d. 
Goethe's  Faust.    With  Illustrations  by  Konewka.    Small  4to. 

Price  loj.  6d. 

Gouffe  :   The  Royal  Cookery  Book.      By  Jules  Gouff£  ; 

translated  and  adapted  for  English  use  by  Alphonse  Gouffe,  head 
pastrycook  to  Her  Majesty  the  Queen.  Illustrated  wHth  large  plates, 
printed  in  colours.     i6i  woodcuts.     8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.    2/.  zs. 

Domestic  Edition,  half-bound,     los.  6d. 

"  By  far  the  ablest  and  most  complete  work  on  cookery  that  has  ever 
been  submitted  to  the  gastronomical  world." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

The  Book  of  Preserves  ;  or.  Receipts  for  Preparing 

and  Preserving  Meat,  Fish  salt  and  smoked,  Terrines,  Gelatines,  Vege- 
tables, Fruits,  Confitures,  SjTups,  Liqueurs  de  Famille,  Petits  Fours, 
Bonbons,  &c.  &c.  i  vol.  royal  8vo.,  containmg  upwards  of  500  Receipts 
and  34  Illustrations.     lor.  dd. 

. Royal  Book  of  Pastry  and  Confectionery.  By  Jules 

Gouffe,  Chef-de-Cuisine  of  the  Paris  Jockey  Club.  Royal  Svo.  Illus- 
trated with  10  Chromo-lithographs  and  137  Woodcuts,  from  Drawings 
from  Nature  by  E.  Monjat,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  35J. 

Gower  (Lord  Ronald).    Hand-book  to  the  Art  Galleries, 
Public  and  Private,  of  Belgium  and  Holland.     i8mo.,  cloth. 

[/« the  ^ess. 
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Girls*  Books.     A  Series  written,  edited,  or  translated  by  the 
Author  of  "  John  Halifax."    Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  45.  each. 

1.  Little  Sunshine's  Holiday. 

2.  The  Cousin  from  India. 

3.  Twenty  Years  Ago. 

4.  Is  it  True. 

5.  An  Only  Sister.    By  Madame  Guizot  De  Witt. 

6.  Miss  Moore. 

Gospels  (Four),  with  Bida's  Illustrations.    See  Bida, 

Gray  (Robertson)  Brave  Hearts.     Small  post  8vo.     3^.  dd. 

Gouraud  (Mdlle.)      Four  Gold  Pieces.      Numerous  Illus- 
trations.    Small  post  8vo.,  cloth,   ■zs.  6d.    See  also  Rose  Library. 

Grant  (Rev.  G.  M.)    See  Ocean  to  Ocean. 

Greenleaf's  Law  of  Evidence.    13th  Edition.    3  vols.     S+y. 

Guizot's  History  of  France.    Translated  by  Robert  Black. 

Royal  8vo.  Numerous  Illustrations.  Vols.  I.,  II.  and  III.,  cloth  extra 
each  2\s. ;  in  Parts,  2s.  each  (to  be  completed  in  two  more  volumes). 

Guyon  (Mad.)  Life.  By  Upham.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.     6s. 

Method  of  Prayer.     Foolscap,     is. 

Guyot   (A.)  Physical   Geography.      By  Arnold   Guyot, 

Author  of  "  Earth  and  Man."  In  i  volume,  large  4to.,  128  pp.,  nume- 
rous coloured  Diagrams,  Maps  and  Woodcuts,  price  loj.  6d.,  strong 
boards. 

'ALE   (E.    E.)  In  His  Name;  a  Story  of  the  Dark 

Ages.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth,  35.  6d. 

Hacklander  (F.  W.)  Bombardier  H.  and  Cor- 
poral Dose  ;  or,  Military  Life  in  Prussia.  First  Series. 
The  Soldier  in  Time  of  Peace.  Translated  {by  permission  of  the  Author) 
from  the  German  of  F.  W.  Hacklander.  By  F.  E.  R.  and  H.  E.  R. 
Crowiv  8vo. ,  cloth  extra,  e,s. 

Harrington  (J.)  Pictures  of  Saint  George's  Chapel,  Wind- 
sor.    Photographs.    4to.    63J. 

Harrington's  Abbey  and  Palace  of  Westminster.  Photo- 
graphs.   5/.  5J. 

Harper's  Handbook  for  Travellers  in   Europe   and  the 

East.    New  Edition,  1874.     Post  8vo.     Morocco  tuck,  i/.  lis.  6d. 

Haswell  (Chas.  H.)  The  Engineers'  and  Mechanics' 
Pocket- Book.  30th  Edition,  revised  and  enlarged.  i2mo,  morocco 
tuck,  145. 

Hawthorne  (Mrs.  N.)  Notes  in  England  and  Italy.  Crown 

8yo.     10s.  6d. 
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Hayes  (Dr.)  Cast  Away  in  the  Cold;  an  Old  Man's  Story 

of  a  Young  Man's  Adventures.  By  Dr.  I.  Isaac  Hayes,  Author  of 
"The  Open  Polar  Sea."  With  numerous  Illustrations.     Gilt  edges,  dr. 

The  Land  of  Desolation;  Personal  Narrative  of  Ad- 
ventures in  Greenland.  Numerous  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo.,  cloth 
extra.    14J. 

Hazard  (S.)  Santo  Domingo,  Past  and  Present;  With  a 

Glance  at  Hayti.  With  upwards  of  One  Hundred  and  Fifty  beautiful 
Woodcuts  and  Maps,  chiefly  from  Designs  and  Sketches  by  the  Author. 
Demy  8vo.  cloth  extra.     i8j. 

Hazard  (S.)  Cuba  with  Pen  and  Pencil.    Over  300  Fine 

Woodcut  Engravings.     New  edition,  Svo.  cloth  extra.     15J. 

Hazlitt  (William)     The  Round   Table.      (Bayard   Series.) 

Healy  (M.)  Lakeville.    3  vols.     i/.  \\s.  6d. 

A  Summer's  Romance.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth.     loj.  6^. 

The  Home  Theatre.     Small  post  Svo.    3^.  6d. 

-  —  Out  of  the  World.  A  Novel.  Three  Volumes, 
crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.     il.  xis.  6d. 

Henderson   (A.)  Latin   Proverbs   and  Quotations ;    with 

Translations  and  Parallel  Passages,  and  a  copious  English  Index.  By 
Alfred  Henderson.     Fcap.  4to.,  530  pp.     loj.  6d. 

Hearth  Ghosts.    By  the  Author  of  **  Gilbert  Rugge."    3  Vols. 

i/.  lis.  6d. 

Heber's  (Bishop)   Illustrated  Edition  of  Hymns.     With 

upwards  of  100  Designs  engraved  in  the  first  style  of  art  under  the 
superintendence  of  J.  D.  Cooper.  Small  4to.  Handsomely  bound, 
"js.  6d. 

Higginson  (T.  W.)  Atlantic  Essays.      Small  post  Svo.    6s. 

Hitherto.  By  the  Author  of  "  The  Gayworthys."  New  Edition, 
cloth  extra.  3J.  6d.  Also  in  Low's  American  Series.  Double  Vol.  2s.  6d. 

Hofmann  (Carl)  A  Practical  Treatise  on  the  Manufac- 
ture of  Paper  in  all  its  Branches.  Illustrated  by  One  Hundred  and 
Ten  Wood  Engravings,  and  Five  large  Folding  Plates.  In  One  Volume, 
4to,  cloth  ;  about  400  pages.     3/.  13J.  6d, 

Holland  (Dr.)  Kathrina  and  Titcomb's  Letters.  See  Low's 
American  Series. 

— —  Mistress  of  the  Manse.  2s.  6d.  Seealso  Rose  Library. 

Holmes  (Oliver  W.)  The  Guardian  Angel ;  a  Romance. 

2  vols.     its. 

(Low's  Copyright  Series.)     Boards,  \s,  6d.  ;  cloth,  2s. 
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Holmes   (Oliver  W.)   Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table. 

lamo.     i^.     Illustrated  edition,  3J.  6d. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast  Table.    3^.  6cL 

Songs  in  Many  Keys.     Post  8vo.    7^.  6d. 

Mechanism  in  Thought  and  Morals.    i2mo.   is.  6d. 

Homespun,  or  Twenty  Five  Years  Ago  in  America,  by 

Thomas  Lackland.     Fcap.  8vo.     ^s.  6d. 

Hoppin  (Jas.    M.)   Old  Country,  its   Scenery,   Art,  and 

People.     Post  8vo.     yj.  6d. 

Howell  (W.  D.)  Italian  Journeys.     i2mo.  cloth.    8j.  6d. 

Hugo  (Victor)  "Ninety-Three."  Translated  by  Frank 
Lee  Benedict  and  J.  Hain  Friswell.  New  Edition.  Illustrated. 
One  vol.  crown  8vo.     6s. 

Toilers  of  the  Sea.    Crown  8vo.     6^'. ;  fancy  boards, 

2S.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.  ;  Illustrated  Edition,  lo^.  6d. 

Hunt  (Leigh)  and  S.  A.  Lee,  Elegant  Sonnets,  with 
Essay  on  Sonneteers.    2  vols.     Svo.     i8s. 

Day  by  the  Fire.     Fcap.     6s.  6d. 

Huntington  (J.D.,  D.D.)  Christian  Believing.    Crown  Svo. 

3^.  6d. 

Hutchinson  (T.  J.)  Two  Years  in  Peru;  with  Exploration 

of  its  Antiquities.  By  Thomas  J.  Hutchinson.  Map  by  Daniel 
Barrera,  and  numerous  Illustrations.  In  2  vols.,  demy  Svo.,  cloth  extra. 
28s. 

Hymnal  Companion  to  Book  of  Common  Prayer.    See 

Bickersteth. 


LLUSTRATIONS   of   China  and    its    People. 

By  J.  Thomson,  F.R.G.S.  Being  Photographs  from  the 
Author's  Negatives,  printed  in  permanent  Pigments  by  the 
Autotype  Process,  and  Notes  from  Personal  Observation. 

*jf*  The  complete  work  embraces  200  Photographs,  with  Letter-press 
Descriptions  of  the  Places  and  People  represented.  Four  Volumes, 
imperial  4to.,  each  ;^  3  3^. 

Illustrated    Books,    suitable    for    Christmas,    Birthday,    or 
Wedding  Presents.     (The  full  titles  of  which  will  be  found 
in  the  Alphabet.) 
Adventures  of  a  Young  Naturalist,     js.  6d. 
Alexander's  Bush  Fighting.     i6s. 
Andersen's  Fairy  Tales.     255. 
Arctic  Regions.     Illustrated.     25  guineas. 

Art,  Pictorial  and  Industrial.    New  Series,  Vols.  I.  to  III.,  i8j.  each. 
Bida's  Gospels  of  St.  Matthew  and  St.  John.    3/.  3^.  each. 
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Illustrated  Books,  continued — 

Blackburn's  Art  in  the  Mountains,    izr. 

Artists  and  Arabs.     7^.  6d. 

Harz  Mountains.    i2j. 

Normandy  Picturesque.     x6s. 

Travelling  in  Spain.     i6j. 

The  Pyrenees,     xis. 

Bush's  Reindeer,  Dogs,  &c.     12J.  (>d, 

Butler's  Great  Lone  Land.     -js.  6d. 

Cadogan  (Lady)  Games  of  Patience.     i2.y.  6d. 

Chefs-d'oeuvre  of  Art.     4/.  14J.  6d. 

China.     Illustrated.     4  vols.     3/.  zs.  each  vol. 

Christian  Lyrics. 

Davies's  Pilgrimage  of  the  Tiber.     185. 

Dream  Book,  by  E.  V.  B.     21s.  6d. 

Duplessis'  Wonders  of  Engraving.     12s.  6d. 

Favourite  English  Poems.     21s. 

Flammarion's  The  Atmosphere.     305. 

Fletcher  and  Kidder's  Brazil.     i8j. 

Goethe's  Faust,  illustrations  by  P.  Konewka.     lar.  6d. 

Goufie's  Royal  Cookery  Book.     Coloured  plates.     42^. 

Ditto.         Popular  edition.     10s.  6d. 

Book  of  Preserves,     los.  6d. 

Hazard's  Santa  Domingo.     i8i. 
Cuba.     15J. 

Heber  (Bishopi  Hymns.     Illustrated  edition.      7.^.  6d. 

How  to  Build  a  House.     By  Viollet-le-Duc.     8vo.     12s. 

Jacquemart's  History  of  the  Ceramic  Art.     42^-. 

Koldewey's  North  German  Polar  Expedition,     i/.  155. 

MacGahan's  Campaignmg  on  the  Oxus.     iSi-. 

Markham  (Capt.)  Whaling  Cruise  to  Baffin's  Bay.     7^.  6d. 

Markham  (Clements)  Threshold  of  the  Unknown  Region.  'js.6d. 

Markham's  Cruise  of  the  Rosario.     \6s. 

Masterpieces  of  the  Pitti  Palace,     3/.  13^.  6d. 

Milton's  Paradise  Lost.    (Martin's  plates).     3/.  13J.  6d. 

My  Lady's  Cabinet.    21^. 

Ocean  to  Ocean.     10s.  6d. 

Palliser  (Mrs.;  History  of  Lace.     21s. 

Historic  Devices,  &c.     21s. 

Pike's  Sub-Tropical  Rambles.    i8.r. 
Red  Cross  Knight  (The).     25J. 

Sauzay's  Wonders  of  Glass  Making.     12s.  6d 

Schiller's  Lay  of  the  Bell.     14J. 

Stanley's  How  I  Found  Livingstone,     js.  6d. 

Coomassie  and  Magdala.     x6s. 

Sulivan's  Dhow  Chasing.     i6j. 
Thomson's  Straits  of  Malacca.     215-. 
Verne  (Jules)  Books.     8  vols.     See  Alphabet. 
Viardot,  Wonders  of  Sculpture.     \2s.  6d. 

Wonders  of  Italian  Art.     i2j.  6d. 

'Wonders  of  European  Art.     i2j.  6d. 

Werner  (Carl)  Nile  Sketches.     2  Series,  each  3/.  los. 

In  the  Isle  of  Wight.     Two  volumes,  crown  8vo.,  cloth.  21s. 

Is  it  True  ?    Being  Tales  Curious  and  Wonderful.     Small  post 
8vo.,  cloth  extra.     ^. 
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ACK  HAZARD,  a  Story  of  Adventure  by  J.  T. 
Trowbridge.    Numerous  illustratioas,  small  post.     3J.  6d. 

Jackson  (H.)  Argus  Fairbairne;  or,  a  Wrong 

Never  Righted.     By  Henry  Jackson,  Author  of  "Hearth 
Ghosts,"  &c.    Three  volumes,  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  315.  6d. 

Jacquemart  (J.)  History  of  the  Ceramic  Art :  Descriptive 

and  Analytical  Study  of  the  Potteries  of  all  Times  and  of  all  Nations. 
By  Albert  Jacquemart.  200  Woodcuts  by  H.  Catenacci  and  J. 
Jacquemart.  12  Steel-plate  Engravings,  and  1,000  Marks  and  Mono- 
grams. Translated  by  Mrs.  BuRV  Palliser.  In  i  vol.,  super  royal 
8vo.,  of  about  700  pp.,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  42^.  [Ready. 

"  This  is  one  of  those  few  gift  books  which,  while  they  can  certainly 
lie  on  a  table  and  look  beautiful,  can  also  be  read  through  with  real 
pleasure  and  profit." — Times,  December  13. 

Jessup  (H.  H.)  The  Women  of  the  Arabs.    With  a  Chapter 

for  Children.  By  the  Rev.  Henry  Harris  Jessup,  D.D.,  seventeen 
years  American  Missionary  in  Syria.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  lay.  6d. 

Jilted.     A  Novel.     3  vols.     il.  lis.  6d. 

Johnson  (R.  B.)  Very  Far  West  Indeed.     A  few  rough 

Experiences  on  the  North-West  Pacific  Coast.  Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  los.  6d. 
New  Edition— the  Fourth,  fancy  boards.    2s. 


^    EDGE  Anchor,  or  Young  Sailor's  Assistant,  by 

%        Wm.  Brady.     8vo.    i&r. 

Kennan  (G.)  Tent  Life  in  Siberia.  3rd  edition.  6s. 
Kennaway  (L.  J.)   Crusts.    A  Settler's  Fare  due  South; 

or.  Life  in  New  Zealand.     Illustrations  by  the  Author.      Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra.     55. 

Kent    (Chancellor)    Commentaries    on    American  Law. 

1 2th  edition.     4  vols.    8vo.     5/. 

King  (Clarence)  Mountaineering  in  the  Sierra  Nevada. 

crown  Svo.     Third  and  Cheaper  Edition,  cloth  extra.     6s. 

The  Times  of  Oct.  20th  says  : — "  If  we  judge  his  descriptions  by 
the  vivid  impressions  they  leave,  we  feel  inclined  to  give  them  very  high 
praise." 

Knight  (C.)  A  Romance  of  Acadia  Two  Centuries  Ago. 

From  a  Sketch  by  the  late  Charles  Knight.     In  3  vols,  crown  Svo. 
i^.  r\s.  6d. 
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Koldewey  (Capt.)      The   Second   North   German    Polar 

Expedition  in  the  Year  1869-70,  of  the  Ships  "Germania"  and 
"Hansa,"  under  command  of  Captain  Koldewey.  Edited  and  con- 
densed by  H.  W.  Bates,  Esq.,  and  Translated  by  Louis  Mercier, 
M.A.  (Oxon.)  Numerous  Woodcuts,  Maps,  and  Chromo-lithographs. 
Royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,     i/.  15^. 


ANE    (Laura  C.    M.)     Gentleman    Verschoyle. 

3  vols.     i/.  iij.  dd. 

Lang  (Dr.)  An  Historical  and  Statistical  Account 
of  New  South  Wales,  from  the  Founding  of  the  Colony 
in  1788  to  the  present  day,  including  details  of  the  remarkable  discoveries 
of  Gold,  Copper,  and  Tin  in  that  Colony.  By  John  Dunmore  Lang, 
D.D.,  A.M.,  Senior  Minister  of  the  Scotch  Church,  Sydney.  Fourth 
Edition.     In  2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,    i/.  i.y. 

Lang  (J.  D.)  The  Coming  Event.     8vo.    I2j. 
L'Estrange  (Sir   G.  B.)    Recollections    of    Sir    George 

B,  L'Estrange.    With  Heliotype  reproductions.  8vo.  cloth  extra.    145. 

Le  Due  (V.)  How  to  Build  a  House.  By  Viollet  LeDuc, 

Author  of  "The  Dictionary  of  Architecture,"  &c.     Numerous  Illustra- 
tions, Plans,  &c.     One  vol.,  medium  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges.     i2j. 

—  Annals  of  a  Fortress.     Numerous  Illustrations  and 

Diagrams.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra.  [/«  tfie  press. 

Lee  (G.  R.)  Memoirs  of  the  American  Revolutionary 
War.    8vo.     i6j. 

Lessing's  Laocoon :  an  Essay  upon  the  Limits  of  Painting 
and  Poetrj',  with  remarks  illustrative  of  various  points  in  the  History  of 
Ancient  Art.  By  Gotthold  Ephraim  Lessing.  A  New  Translation 
by  Ellen  Frothingh.\m,  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.     5^. 

Lindsay  (W^.  S.)  History  of  Merchant  Shipping  and 
Ancient  Commerce.    In  4  vols.  Vols.  I.  and  II.,  demy  8vo.  -zis.  each. 

Locker  (A.)  The  Village  Surgeon.  A  Fragment  of  Auto- 
biography. By  Arthur  Locker,  Author  of  "Sweet  Seventeen." 
Crown  8vo.,  cloth.     New  Edition,     -^s.  6d. 

Little  Preacher.    32mo.    is. 

Longfellow  (H.  W.)  The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Europe. 

New  Edition.     8vo.  cloth,     i/.  is. 

Loomis  (Elias).  Recent  Progress  of  Astronomy.  Post  8vo. 

^s.  6d. 

Practical  Astronomy.    8vo.    loj. 
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Low's  Half- Crown  Series,  choicely  bound,  cloth,  gilt  edges, 

small  post  8vo. 
J.  Sea-GuU  Rock.     By  Jules  Sandeau.    Numerous  Illustrations. 
3.  The  House  on  Wheels.     By  Madame  Stolz.     Numerous  Illus- 
trations. 

3.  The  Mistress  of  the  Manse.     By  Dr.  Holland. 

4.  Undine,  and  the  Two  Captains.     By  Fouquj^.    Illustrations. 

5.  Draxy  Miller's  Dowry  and  the  Elder's  Wife. 

6.  The   Four   Gold    Pieces.      By  Madame  Gouraud.      Numerous 

Illustrations. 

7.  Picciola ;  or,  The  Prison  Flower.    By  X.  B.  Saintine.    Nume- 

rous Illustrations.  [/«  the  press. 

Low's  Copyright  and  Cheap  Editions  of  American 
Authors,  comprising  Popular  Works,  repriAted  by  arrange- 
ment with  their  Authors  : — 

1.  Haunted  Hearts.     By  the  Author  of  "  The  Lamplighter." 

2.  The  Guardian  Angel.    By  "  The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table." 

3.  The  Minister's  Wooing.   By  the  Author  of  "  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin." 

4.  Views  Afoot.    By  Bayard  Taylor. 

5.  Kathrina,  Her  Life  and  Mine.     By  J.  G.  Holland. 

6.  Hans  Brinker :  or.  Life  in  Holland.     By  Mrs.  Dodge. 

7.  Men,  Women,  and  Ghosts.     By  Miss  Phelps. 

8.  Society  and  Solitude.    By  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 

9.  Hedged  In.    By  Elizabeth  Phelps. 

11.  Faith  Gartney. 

12.  Stowe's  Old  Town  Folks,    -is.  6d.;  cloth,  35. 

13.  Lowell's  Study  Windows. 

14.  My  Summer  in  a  Garden.     By  Charles  Dudley  Warner. 

15.  Pink  and  W^hite  Tyranny.     By  Mrs.  Stowe. 

16.  We  Girls.     By  Mrs.  Whitney. 

20.  Back-Log  Studies.     By  Charles  Dudley  Warner,  Author  of 
"  My  Summer  in  a  Garden." 

"  This  is  a  delightful  book." — Atlantic  Monthly. 

22.  Hitherto.    By  Mrs.  T.  D.  Whitney.    Double  Volume,  25.  dd, 
fancy  flexible  boards. 

23.  Farm  Ballads,  by  Will.  Carleton,  price  ONE  SHILLING. 

Low's  Monthly  Bulletin  of  American  and  Foreign  Publi- 
cations, forwarded  regularly.    Subscription  2s.  6d.  per  annum. 

Low's    Standard     Library    of    Travel    and    Adventure. 

Crown  8vo.     Bound  unifonnly  in  cloth  extra,  ']s.  bd.  each 
volume. 

1.  The  Great  Lone  Land.     By  W.  F.  Butler.    With  Illustrations 

and  Map.     Fifth  Edition. 

2.  The   Wild   North   Land  :   the   Story  of  a  Winter  Journey  with 

Dogs  across  Northern  North  America.     By  W.  F.  Butler.     With 
numerous  Woodcuts  and  a  Map.     Fifth  Edition. 

3.  How^  I  Found  Livingstone.    By  H.  M.  Stanley.    Introductory 

Chapter  on  the  Death  of  Livingstone,  with  a  Brief  Memoir. 

4.  The  Threshold  of  the   Unknown    Region.     By  C.  R.  Mark- 

ham.     New  Edition  (the  third).     With  Maps  and  Illustrations. 

5.  A  Whaling  Cruise  to  Baffin's  Bay  and  the  Gulf  of  Boothia. 

By  A.   H.    Markham.     New  Edition.     Two  Maps  and  several 
•Illustrations. 

*#*   Other  volumes  in  preparation. 
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Low's    Standard    Novels.     Crown  8vo.  6j.  each,  cloth  extra. 

A  Daughter  of  Heth.     By  W.    Black.     With   Frontispiece  by  F. 

Walker,  A.R.A. 
Kilmeny.     A  Novel.     By  W.  Black 
In  Silk  Attire.     Third  Edition. 
Lorna  Doone.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Cradock  Nowell.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Clara  Vaughan.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Innocent.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant.     Eight  Illustrations. 
Work  :  a  Story  of  Experience.    By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.     Illustrations. 

(See  also  "  Rose  Librai-y.") 
Mistress    Judith :    a    Camtridgeshire    Story.      By   C.    C.    Frazer- 

Tytler. 
Ninety-Three.     By  Victor  Hugo.     Numerous  illustrations. 

Low's  Handbook  to   the  Charities  of  London   for  1874. 

Edited  and  Revised  to  February,  1875,  by  Charles  Mackeson,  F.S.S., 
Editor  of  "A  Guide  to  the  Churches  of  London  and  its  Suburbs,"  &c. 
Price  ij. 

Lunn  (J.  C.)    Only  Eve.   3  vols.   3ij-.  6^. 

Lyne    (A.  A.)    The    Midshipman's    Trip   to  Jerusalem. 

With  illustration.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth.     loj.  txl. 

Lyra  Sacra  Americana.  Gems  of  American  Poetiy,  selected 
and  arranged,  with  Notes  and  Biographical  Sketches,  by  C.  D.  Cleve- 
land, D.  D.,  author  of  the  "  Milton  Concordance."    iSmo.     i^s.  6d. 


AC  GAHAN  (J.  A.)  Campaigning  on  the  Oxus 

and  the  Fall  of  Khiva.     With  Map  and  numerous  Illustra- 
tions.    Third  Edition.     Demy  Svo.,  cloth  extra,  i&y. 

Macgregor  (John,)  "Rob  Roy"  on  the  Baltic. 

Third  Edition,  small  post  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Macgregor   (John).     A    Thousand    Miles   in  the    "  Rob 
Roy"  Canoe.     Eleventh  Edition.     Small  post,  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Description    of    the    •♦  Rob    Roy  "    Canoe,    with 


plans,  &C.     IS. 


The    Voyage   Alone    in    the    Yawl   "  Rob    Roy." 

Second  Edition.     Small  post,  Svo.     5J. 

Mahony  (M.  F.)  A  Chronicle  of  the  Fermors ;  Horace 
Walpole  in  Love.  By  M.  F.  Mahony.  2  yoIs.  demy  8vo.,  with 
steel  portrait.     24s. 

Manigault,  The  Maid  of  Florence ;  or,  a  Woman's  Ven- 
geance.    3^.  6d. 

March  (A.)  Anglo-Saxon  Reader.     Svo.    "js.  6d. 

Comparative  Grammar  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  Lan- 


guage.    Svo.     J2S. 
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Marcy  (R.  B.)     Thirty  Years  of  Army  Life.    Royal  8vo. 
Prairie  and  Overland  Traveller.    2s.  6d. 


Marigold  Manor.     By  Miss  Waring.      With  Introduction  by 
Rev.  A.  Sevvell.    With  Illustrations.    Small  post  8vo.     4^. 

Markham   (A.    H.)   The   Cruise   of  the   **  Rosario."     By 

A.  H.  Markham,  Commander,  R.N.    8vo.  cloth  extra,  with  Map  and 
Illustrations.     16s. 

A  Whaling  Cruise  to  Baffin's  Bay  and  the  Gulf 


of  Boothia.  With  an  Account  of  the  Rescue,  by  his  Ship,  of  the 
Survivors  of  the  Crew  of  the  "  Polaris  ;  "  and  a  Description  of  Modern 
Whale  Fishing.  Second  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  2  Maps 
and  several  Illustrations.     Cloth  extra.     7^.  6d. 

Markham  (C.  R.)  The  Threshold  of  the  Unknown  Region. 

Crown  Bvo.  with  Maps  and  Illustrations.  Third  Edition,  cloth  extra, 
■js.  6d. 

Marlitt  (Miss)  The  Princess  of  the  Moor.  Tauchnitz  Trans- 
lations. 

Marsh  (G.  P.)  Origin  and  History  of  the  English  Lan- 
guage.   8vo.    i6.y. 

The  Earth,  as  modified  by  human  action,  being 

a  New  Edition  of  "  Man  and  Nature."     Royal  8vo.,  cloth,  i8.y. 

Lectures  on  the  English  Language.    8vo.     i$s. 

Martin's  Vineyard.     By  Agnes  Harrison.     Crown  8vo.  cloth. 

10s.  6d. 

Mason  (C.  W.)  The  Rape  of  the  Gamp.     3  vols.     31^-.  6d. 

[In  the  Press. 

Masterpieces  of  the  Pitti  Palace,  and  other  Picture  Gal- 
leries of  Florence,  with  some  Account  of  the  Artists  and 
their  Paintings.  Atlas  4to.  handsomely  bound  in  cloth  extra,  gilt 
edges.     3/.  135.  6d. 

Masters  (The)  of  Claythorpe.     By  the  Author  of  "Only 

Eve."     3  vols,  crown  8vo.  cloth.     31J.  6d. 

Matthews  (Wm.)    See  Getting  on  in  the  World. 

Maury  (Commander)  Physical  Geography  of  the  Sea  and 

its  Meteorology.  Being  a  Reconstruction  and  Enlargement  of  his  former 
Work  ;  with  illustrative  Charts  and  Diagrams.  New  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.     6s. 
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May  (J.  W.)      A   Treatise   on  the  Law  of  Insurance. 

Third  Edition.     8vo.     38J, 

McMullen's  History  of  Canada.     8vo.     16s. 

Mercier  (Rev.  L.)  Outlines  of  the  Life  of  the  Lord  Jesus 

Christ.     2  vols,  crowu  8vo.     15J. 
Michell  (N.)      The  Heart's  Great  Rulers,  a  Poem,  and 

Wanderings  from  the  Rhine  to  the  South  Sea  Islands.    Fcap.  8vo.   3s.  6^. 

Milton's  Complete  Poetical  Works ;  with  Concordance  by 
W.  D.  Cleveland.     New  Edition.     8vo.     12s.  ;  morocco  i/.  is. 

Paradise  Lost,  \vith  the  original  Steel  Engravings  of 

John  Martin.  Printed  on  large  paper,  royal  4to.  handsomely  bound. 
3/.  1 3 J.  6d. 

Miss  Dorothy's  Charge.    By  Frank  Lee  Benedict,  Author 

of  "  My  Cousin  Elenor."    3  vols,  crown  8 vo.     31^.6^. 

Missionary  Geography  (The);  a  Manual  of  Missionary 
Operations  in  all  parts  of  the  World,  with  Map  and  Illustrations.  Fcap. 
3J.  6d. 

Mistress  Judith.  A  Cambridgeshire  Story.  By  C.  C. 
Fkaser-Tytler,  Author  of  "Jasmine  Leigh."  A  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     In  one  volume,  small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra.     6s. 

Monk  of  Monk's  Own.     3  vols.     31.?.  6d. 

Montaigne's  Essays.     See  Gentle  Life  Series. 

Morgan's  Macaronic  Poetry.    i6mo.  12s. 

Mountain  (Bishop)  Life  of.     By  his  Son.     8vo.     loj-.  6d. 

Mundy  (D.  L.)  Rotomahana,  or  the  Boiling  Springs  of 

New  Zealand.  Sixteen  Photographs,  with  descriptive  Letterpress. 
By  D  L.  Mundy.  Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Von  Hochstetter.  Imperial 
4to.  cloth  extra.     42J. 

My  Cousin  Maurice.     A  Novel.    3  vols.     Cloth,  31J.  6d. 

My  Lady's  Cabinet.  Charmingly  Decorated  with  Lovely 
Drawings  and  Exquisite  Miniatures.  Contains  Seventy-five  Pictures. 
Royal  4to.,  and  very  handsomely  boimd  in  cloth-     i/.  is. 


APOLEON  L,  Recollections  of.    By  Mrs.  Abell. 

Third  Edition.  Revised  with  additional  matter  by  her^  daugh- 
ter, Mrs.  Charles  Johnstone.  Demy  8vo.  With  Steel 
Portrait  and  Woodcuts.      Cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  lo^-.  6d. 
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Napoleon  III.  in  Exile:  The  Posthumous  Works  and  Un- 
published Autographs.  Collected  and  arranged  by  Count  de  la 
Chapelle.     8vo.,  cloth  extra.     14^. 

Narrative   of  Edward  Crewe,  The.      Personal  Adventures 

and  Experiences  in  New  Zealand.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra.     $s. 

Never  Again:  a  Novel.  By  Dr.  Mayo,  Author  of  "Kaloo- 
lah."  New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  in  One  Vol.,  small  post  8vo.  6s. 
Cheapest  edition,  fancy  boards,  2s. 

New  Testament.     The  Authorized  English  Version  ;  with  the 

various  Readings  from  the  most  celebrated  Manuscripts,  including  the 
Sinaitic,  the  Vatican,  and  the  Alexandrian  MSS.,  in  English.  With 
Notes  by  the  Editor,  Dr.  Tischendorf.  The  whole  revised  and  care- 
fully collected  for  the  Thousandth  Volume  of  Baron  Tauchnitz's  Collec- 
tion. Cloth  flexible,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  ;  cheaper  style,  2s.  ;  or  sewed, 
xs.  6d. 

Noel  (Hon.  Roden)  Livingstone  in  Africa;  a  Poem. 
By  the  Hon.  Roden  Noel,  Author  of  "  Beatrice,"  &c.  PostSvo.,  limp 
cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

Nordhoff  (C.)  California  :  for  Health,  Pleasure,  and  Resi- 
dence. A  Book  for  Travellers  and  Settlers.  Numerous  Illustrations, 
Svo.,  cloth  extra.     12s.  6d. 

Northern  California,   Oregon,  and  the  Sandwich 

Islands.     Square  Svo.,  cloth  extra,  price  125. 

Nothing  to  Wear,  and  Two  Millions.  By  William 
Allen  Butler,     u. 

Nystrom's  Mechanic's  Pocket  Book.     12th  edition.    iS,s. 


CEAN  to  Ocean.  Sandford  Fleming's  Expedition 
through  Canada  in  1872.  By  the  Rev.  George  M.  Grant, 
With  Sixty  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  pp.  372. 
10s.  6d. 

Old  Fashioned  Girl.     See  Alcott. 

Old  Masters.  Da  Vinci,  Bartolomeo,  Michael  Angelo,  Ro- 
magna.  Carlo  Dolci,  &c. ,  &c.  Reproduced  in  Photography  from  the 
Celebrated  Engravings  by  Longhi,  Anderloni,  Garavaglia,  Toschi,  and 
Raimondi,  in  the  Collection  of  Prints  and  Drawings  in  the  British 
Museum,  with  Biographical  Notices.  By  Stephen  Thompson.  Imperial 
folio,  cloth  extra.     3/.  13J.  6d. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.)  Innocent.  A  Tale  of  Modem  Life.  By 
Mrs.  Oliphant,  Author  of  "'  The  Chronicles  of  Carlingford,"  &c.,  &c. 
With  Eight  full-page  Illustrations.     Small  post  Svo. ,  cloth  extra.     6s. 
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One  Only ;  A  Novel.  By  Eleanor  C.  Price.  2  vols.  Crown 
8vo.,  cloth,  2 1  J. 

Only  Eve.  By  Mrs.  J.  Calbraith  Lunn  Three  Vols, 
post  8vo.  cloth.     31J.  6<a?. 

Our  American  Cousins  at  Home.     By  Vera,   Author  of 

"  Under  the  Red  Cross."     Illustrated  with  Pen  and  Ink  Sketches,  by 
the  Author,  and  several  fine  Photographs.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,     qs. 

Our  Little  Ones  in  Heaven.  Edited  by  Rev.  H.  Robbins. 
With  Frontispiece  after  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap.     3J.  ()d. 

ALLISER  (Mrs.)  A  History  of  Lace,  from  the 

Earliest  Period.     A  New  and  Revised  Edition,  with  upwards 

of  100  Illustrations  and  coloured  Designs,     i  vol.   8vo.    i/.  i.r. 

\_New  Edition  in  the  press. 

"One  of  the  most  readable  books  of  the  season  ;  permanently  valuable, 
always  interesting,  often  amusing,  and  not  inferior  in  all  the  essentials 
of  a  gift  book." — Times. 

Historic  Devices,  Badges,  and  War  Cries.     8vo. 

l/.   IS. 

The  China  Collector's  Pocket  Companion.     With 

upwards   of  i,ooo   Illustrations    of    Marks    and    Monograms.      Second 
Edition,  with  Additions.     Small  post  8vo.,  limp  cloth,  5J. 

"  We  scarcely  need  add  that  a  more  trustworthy  and  convenient  band- 
book  does  not  exist,  and  that  others  besides  ourselves  will  feel  grateful 
to  Mrs.  Palliser  for  the  care  and  skill  she  has  bestowed  upon  it." — 
Academy. 

Parsons  (T.)  A  Treatise  on  the  Law  of  Marine  Insurance 
and  General  Average.   By  Hon.  Theophilus  Parsons.    2  vols.   Svo. 

A  Treatise  on  the  Law  of  Shipping.     2  vols.  Svo. 

3/.  3^. 

Parisian  Family.  From  the  French  of  Madame  GuizoT  De 
Witt.     Fcap.     5J. 

Phelps  (Miss)  Gates  Ajar.    32mo.    6^. 

Men,  Women,  and  Ghosts.  i2mo.  Sd.  is.dd.  \  cl.  2s. 

Hedged  In.     i2mo.  Sewed,  ij-.  (yd. ;  cloth,  2s. 

Silent  Partner.     5^. 

Trotty's  Wedding  Tour.     Small  post  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

What  to  Wear.     Foolscap  Svo.,  fancy  boards. 
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Phillips  (L.)  Dictionary  of  Biographical  Reference.     8vo. 

i/.  1 1  J.  6d. 

Phillips'  Law  of  Insurance.     5th  Edition,  2  vols.    3/.  3^. 
Picture  Gallery  of  British  Art  (The).    Thirty-eight  beautiful 

and  Permanent  Photographs  after  the  most  celebrated  English  Painters. 
With  Descriptive  Letterpress.     Vols,  i  to  3,  cloth  extra,  i8.y.  each. 

Pike  (N.)  Sub-Tropical   Rambles   in   the    Land   of  the 

Aphanapteryx.  In  i  vol.  demy  8vo.  iZs.  Profusely  Illustrated  from 
the  Author's  own  Sketches,  also  with  Maps  and  valuable  Meteorological 
Charts. 

Plattner's  Manual  of  Qualitative  and  Quantitative  Ana- 
lysis with  the  Blow-Pipe.  From  the  last  German  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.  By  Prof.  Th.  Richter,  of  the  Royal  Saxon  Mining  Academy. 
Translated  by  Prof.  H.  B.  Cornwall,  Assistant  in  the  Columbia 
School  of  Mines,  New  York.  Illustrated  with  87  Woodcuts  and  i 
Lithographic  Plate.  Second  Edition,  revised  and  reduced  in  price. 
Svo.  cloth.     3 1  J.  6d. 

Plutarch's  Lives.  An  Entirely  New  and  Library  Edition. 
Edited  by  A.  H.  Clough,  Esq.  5  vols.  Svo.,  2/.  ioj.  ;  half  morocco, 
top  gilt,  3/. 

Morals.     Uniform  with  Clough's  Edition  of  "  Lives  of 

Plutarch."    Edited  by  Professor  Goodwin.     5  vols.  Svo.     3/.  y. 

Poe  (E.  A.)  The  Works  of.    4  vols.    2/.  2s. 

Poems   of  the  Inner  Life.     A  New  Edition,  Revised,  with 

many  additional  Poems,  inserted  by  permission  of  the  Authors.  Small 
post  8vo.,  cloth.     5.y. 

Polar  Expedition.    See  Koldeway  and  Markham. 

Poor   (H.  V.)  Manual  of  the   Railroads   of  the   United 

States  for  1874-5 ;  Showing  their  Mileage,  Stocks,  Bonds,  Cost,. 
Earnings,  Expenses,  and  Organisations,  with  a  Sketch  of  their  Rise,  &c. 
I  vol.     8vo.     2^S. 

Portraits  of  Celebrated  Women.     By  C.  A.  Ste.-Beuve. 

i2mo.     ts.  6d. 

A  Practical  Treatise    on   the    Manufacture   of   Colours 

for  Painting-.  By  MM.  Riffault,  Vergnaud  and  Toussaint.  Re- 
vised and  Edited  by  M.  F.  Malepevre.  Translated  from  the  French 
by  A,  A.  Fesquet.     Illustrated  by  85  Engravings.     Svo.     31.?.  6d. 

Preces  Veterum.  Collegit  et  edidit  Joannes  F.  France.  Crown 
8vo.,  cloth,  red  edges,    ss. 

Preu  (M.  T.)  German  Primer.    Square  cloth.    2s.  6d. 
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Prime  (I.)  Fifteen  Years  of  Prayer.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth. 
(E.  D.  G.)  Around  the  World.     Sketches  of  Travel 


through  Many  Lands  and  over  Many  Seas,    8vo.,  Illustrated.     14J, 

(W.  C.)  I  go  a- Fishing.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth.     5^. 

Publishers'  Circular  (The),  and  General  Record  of  British 
and  Foreign  Literature  ;  giving  a  transcript  of  the  title-page  of  every 
work  published  in  Great  Britain,  and  every  work  of  interest  published 
abroad,  with  lists  of  all  the  publishing  houses. 

Published  regularly  on  the  ist  and  15th  of  every  Month,  and  forwarded 
post  free  to  all  parts  of  the  world  on  payment  of  Sj.  per  annum. 


fgN^j'^ ALSTON   (W.  R.  S.)   Early  Russian   History. 

\^/^      Four   Lectures   delivered   at   Oxford  by  W.  R.   S.  Ralstox, 
M.A.     Crown  Svo.,  cloth  extra.    5^. 

Randolph  (Mrs.)  Clarice  Adair.  3  vols.   i/.  iis.6d. 

Rasselas,  Prince  of  Abyssinia.  By  Dr.  Johnson.  With 
Introduction  by  the  Rev.  William  West,  Vicar  of  Nairn.  (Bayard 
Series.)    2s.  6d. 

Reminiscences  of  America   in   1869,  by  Two  Englishmen. 

Crown  Svo.     js.  6d. 

Reynard  the  Fox.    The  Prose  Translation  by  the  late  Thomas 

RoscOE.     With  about  100  exquisite  Illustrations  on  Wood,  after  designs 
by  A.  J.  Elwes.     Imperial  i6mo.  cloth  extra,  7^-.  6d. 

Richardson  (A.  S.)  Stories   from    Old    English   Poetry. 

Small  post  Svo. ,  cloth,    ss. 

Riffault  (MM.)   A  Practical  Treatise  on  the  Manufacture 

of  Colours  for  Painting.    Illustrated.     2>^s.6d. 

Rivington's  (F.)  Life  of  St.  Paul.   With  map.     5^-. 

Rochefoucauld's  Reflections.     Flexible  cloth  extra.    2s.  6d. 

(Bayard  Series.) 

Rogers  (S.)  Pleasures  of  Memory.  See  **  Choice  Editions 
of  Choice  Books."    5^. 

Rohlfs  (Dr.  G.)  Adventures  in  Morocco  and  Journeys 
through  the  Oases  of  Draa  and  Tafilet.  By  Dr.  Gerhard  Rohlfs, 
Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal  GeograpHcal  Society'.  Translated  from 
the  German.  With  an  Introduction  by  Winwood  Reade.  Demy  Svo. 
Map,  and  Portrait  of  the  Author,  cloth  extra,  isj. 
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Rose  Library  (The).  Popular  Literature  of  all  countries,  is. 
each  volume.  Many  of  the  volumes  are  Illustrated.  The 
following  volumes  are  now  ready  :— 

1.  Sea-GuU  Rock.    By  Jules  Sandeau.     Illustrated. 

2.  Little  Women.    By  Louisa  M.  Alcott. 

3.  Little  'Women  W^edded.    (Forming  a  Sequel  to  "Little  Women.") 

4.  The  House  on  Wheels.     By  Madame  de  Stolz.     Illustrated. 

5.  Little  Men.     ByLouisA  M.  Alcott. 

6.  The  Old-Fashioned  Girl.    By  Louisa  M.  Alcott. 

7.  The  Mistress  of  the  Manse.     By  J.  G.  Holland. 

8.  Timothy  Titcomb's   Letters  to  Young  People,    Single  and 

Married. 

9.  Undine,   and   the   Two   Captains,     By  Baron  De  La  Motte 

FouQUE.     A  new  Translation  by  F.  E.  Bunnett.     Illustrated. 

10.  Draxy  Miller's  Dowry  and  the  Elder's  Wife.    By  Saxe  Holm. 

11.  The    Four   Gold    Pieces.      By  Madame  Gouraud.      Numerous 

Illustrations.  [/«  the  press. 

12.  Work  :   a  Story  of  Experience.      First  Portion.       By  Louisa  M. 

Alcott.  [Nearly  ready. 

13.  Beginning  Again:  being  a  continuation  of  "  Work."    By  Louisa 

M.  Alcott.  {Nearly  ready. 

14.  Picciola  ;  or,  The  Prison  Flower.     By  X.  B.  Saintine.     Nu- 

merous graphic  Illustrations.  [/«  the  press. 

Notice. — The  Volumes  in  this  Series  will  also  be  published  in  a  more 

expensive  form  on  fine  toned  paper,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  at 

IS.  6d.  or  3.y.  6d.  each,  according  to  size,  &c. 

ANTO    DOMINGO,    Past    and    Present.      See 
Hazard. 

Sauzay  ('A.)    Marvels    of  Glass  Making.     Nu- 
merous Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     1.2s.  6d. 

Schiller's  Lay  of  the  Bell,  translated  by  Lord  Lytton.  With 
42  illustrations  after  Retsch.   Oblong  410.  14J. 

School  Books.    See  Classified. 

School  Prizes.    See  Books. 

Schuyler  (E.)  Turkistan.  Notes  of  a  Journey  in  the  Russian 
Provinces  of  Central  Asia  and  the  Khanates  of  Bokhara  and  Kokand. 
By  Eugene  Schuyler,  Secretaryof  American  Legation,  St.  Petersburg. 

[In  the  press. 

Schweinfurth  (Dr.   G.)    The  Heart  of  Africa;  or,  Three 

Years'  Travels  and  Adventures  in  the  Unexplored  Regions  of  the  Centre 
of  Africa.  By  Dr.  Georg  Schweinfurth.  Translated  by  Ellen  E. 
Frewer.  Two  volumes,  Svo.,  upwards  of  500  pages  each,  with  130 
Woodcuts  from  Drawings  made  by  the  Author,  and  2  Maps.     42J. 

[Second  Edition. 
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Sea- Gull  Rock.  By  Jules  Sandeau,  of  the  French  Aca- 
demy. Translated  by  Robert  Black,  M.A.  With  Seventy-nine 
very  beautiful  Woodcuts.  Royal  i6mo.,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  -js.  6d. 
Cheaper  Edition,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  td.     ^ee  also  Rose  Library. 

"  It  deserves  to  please  the  new  nation  of  boys  to  whom  it  is  presented." 
—  Times. 

Sedgwick,  (T.)  Treatise  on  the  Measure  of  Damages.  8vo. 
6th  Edition.     2/.  5J. 

Silent  Hour  (The),  Essays  original  and  selected,  by  the  author 
of  "The  Gentle  Life."    Second  edition,     ts. 

Silliman   (Benjamin)   Life  of,   by  G.   P.   Fisher.     2  vols. 

crown  8vo.     i/.  4J. 

Simson  (W.)  A  History  of  the  Gipsies,  with  specimens  of 
the  Gipsy  Language,     loj.  dd. 

Smith    (G.)     Assyrian    Explorations     and    Discoveries. 

By  George  Smith  (of  the  British  Museum).  Illustrated  by  Photographs 
and  numerous  Woodcut  Illustrations  of  his  recent  Discoveries.  Demy 
8vo.     i&y. 

Smith  and  Hamilton's  French  Dictionary.    2  vols.   Cloth, 

21  J.  :  half  roan,  22J. 

Socrates.    Memoirs,  from  Xenophon's  Memorabilia.     By 

E.  Levien.     Flexible  doth.     25.  bd.     Bayard  Series. 

Spayth   (Henry)  The    American    Draught-Player.      2nd 

edition.    i2mo.     i2j.  (>d. 

St.  Cecilia,  a  modem  tale  of  Real  Life.  3  vols,  post  8vo. 
3 1  J.  td. 

Stanley  (H.  M.)  How  I  Found  Livingstone.    CroA\-n  8vo., 

cloth  extra,     -js.  6d. 
*'^*  This  Edition  has  been  revised  most  carefully  from  beginning  to  end, 
and  all  matters  of  a  personal  or  irrelevant  character  omitted. 

♦'  My  Kalulu,"  Prince,  King,  and  Slave.     A  Story 

from  Central  Africa.  Crown  8vo.,  about  430  pp.,  with  numerous  graphic 
Illustrations,  after  Original  Designs  by  the  Author.     Cloth,  ^s.  6d. 

Coomassie   and    Magdala  :   A  Story  of  Two  British 

Campaigns  in  Africa.  Demy  £vo.,  with  Maps  and  Illustrations,  16s. 
Second  Edition. 

"  We  are  struck  throughout  his  volume  by  the  shrewdness  of  his 
surmises  when  he  is  guessing  in  the  dark,  and  of  the  frequency  with 
which  his  hurried  judgments  are  confirmed."*- Tzwfx. 
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Steele  (Thos.)  Under  the  Palms.  A  Volume  of  Verse.  By 
Thomas  Steele,  translator  of  "An  Eastern  Love  Story."  Fcap.  8vo. 
Cloth,  5^. 

Stewart  (D.)  Outlines  of  Moral  Philosophy,  by  Dr.  McCosh. 

New  edition.     lamo.    3^.  6d. 

Mental  Philosophy.     i2mo.     2x.  6d. 

Stolz  (Madame)  The  House  on  Wheels.  Small  post  8vo. 
2S.  bd.    See  also  Rose  Library. 

Stone  (J.  B.)  A  Tour  with  Cook  Through  Spain.  Illus- 
trated by  Photographs.    Crown  8vo.,  cloth.    6^. 

Stories  of  the  Great  Prairies,  from  the  Novels  of  J.  F. 
Cooper.     With  numerous  illustrations.     5s. 

Stories  of  the  Woods,  from  J.  F.  Cooper.     5^. 

Sea,  from  J.  F.  Cooper.     5^^. 

Story  without  an  End,  from  the  German  of  Carove,  by  the 
late  Mrs.  Sarah  T.  Austin,  crown  4to.  with  15  exquisite  drawings  by 
E.  V.  B.,  printed  in  colours  in  facsimile  of  the  original  water  colours, 
and  numerous  other  illustrations.     New  edition.     7J.  6d. 

square,  with  illustrations  by  Harvey.    2j.  dd. 

of  the   Great  March,   a  Diary  of  General  Sherman's 

Campaign  through  Georgia  and  the  Carolinas.    Numerous  illnstrations. 
i2mo.  cloth,  7 J.  dd. 

Stowe  (Mrs.  Beecher).  Dred.  Tauchnitz  edition.  i2mo.  y.  6d. 

Geography,  with  60  illustrations.    Square  cloth,  4f.  6d. 

Little  Foxes.  Cheap  edition,  is. ;  library  edition,  \i.6d. 

Minister's  Wooing.     5^.  ;  copyright  series,    is.  6d. 

cloth,  2S. 

Old  Town  Folk.     6s.     Cheap  Edition,  2s.  6d. 

Old  Town  Fireside  Stories.     Cloth  extra.     3^.  6d. 

My    Wife     and    I ;    or,    Harry    Henderson's    His- 


tory.    Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra.    6s. 
Pink  and  White  Tyranny.     Small  post  8vo.  31.  6d. 

Cheap  Edition,  if.  6d.  and  zs. 

Queer  Little  People,     is.  ;  cloth,  2s. 

Chimney  Corner,     ij-.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

The  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island.    Crown  8vo.     Sx. 

Little  Pussey  Willow.     Fcap.     2s. 

Woman  in   Sacred   History.      Illustrated   with   15 


chromo-lithographs  and  about  200  pages  of  letterpress,  forming  one  of 
the  most  elegant  and  attractive  volumes  ever  published.  Demy  4to., 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  price  il.  5s. 
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STORY'S    (JUSTICE)   WORKS: 

Commentaries  on  the  Law  of  Agency,  as  a  Branch 
of  Commercial  and  Maritime  Jurisprudence.  8th  Editioa. 
8vo.     i/.  1 5 J. 

Commentaries  on  the  Law  of  Bailments.    8th  Edition. 

8vo.     i/.  1 1  J.  dd. 

Commentaries   on   the   Law   of    Bills  of  Exchange, 

Foreign  and  Inland,  as  administered  in  England  and  America. 
4th  E(£tion.     8vo.     i/.  lu.  (>d. 

Commentaries  on  the  Conflict  of  Laws,  Foreign 
and  Domestic,  in  regard  to  Contracts,  Rights,  and  Remedies, 
and  especially  in  regard  to  Marriages,  Divorces,  Wills,  Successions, 
and  Judgments.    7th  Edition.    Svo.     i/.  15J. 

Commentaries   on   the    Constitution   of    the   United 

States  ;  with  a  Preliminary  Review  of  the  Constitutional  History 
of  the  Colonies  and  States  before  the  adoption  of  the  Constitution. 
4th  Edition.     2  vok.     Svo.     3/.  3J. 

Commentaries  on  the  Law  of  Partnership  as  a  branch 

of  Commercial  and  Maritime  Jurisprudence.  6th  Edition, 
by  E.  H.  Bennett.    Svo.     i/.  iij.  (>d. 

Commentaries   on   the    Law   of    Promissory   Notes, 

and  Guarantees  of  Notes  and  Cheques  on  Banks  and  Bankers.  6th 
Edition;  by  E.  H.  Bennett.     Svo.     1/.  ixs.  6d. 

Commentaries  on  Equity  Pleadings  and  the  Inci- 
dents relating  thereto,  according  to  the  Practice  of  the  Courts  of 
Equity  of  England  and  America.     8th  Edition.     Svo.     1/.  lu.  6d. 

Commentaries  on  Equity  Jurisprudence  as  admi- 
nistered in  England  and  America,    nth  Edition     3/.  15J. 

Treatise   on   the    Law   of   Contracts.      By   William 

W.  Story.    4th  Edition,  2  vols.  Svo.     3/.  15^.    • 

Treatise  on  the  Law  of  Sales  of  Personal  Property. 

4th  Edition,  edited  by  Hon.  J.  C.  Perkins.    Svo.     1/.  xis.  6d. 

Sub-Tropical  Rambles.     See  Pike  (N.) 

Suburban  Sketches,  by  the  Author  of  "Venetian  Life." 
Post  Svo.     6f. 

Sullivan  (G.  C.)  Dhow  Chasing  in  Zanzibar  Waters  and 
on  the  Eastern  Coast  of  Africa  ;  a  Narrative  of  Five  Years'  Expe- 
riences in  the  suppression  of  the  Slave  Trade.  With  Illustrations  from 
Photographs  and  Sketches  taken  on  the  spot  by  the  Author.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  extra.     16s.     Second  Edition. 

Summer  in  Leslie  Goldthwaite's  Life,  by  the  Author  of 
"The  Gayworthys,"  Illustrations.    Fcap.  Sro.     3^.  6d. 
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Sweet    not    Lasting.      A   Novel,   by  Annie    B.    Lefurt. 

I  vol.  crown  8vo.,  cloth.     loy.  6d. 

Swiss  Family  Robinson,   i2mo.     3J.  dd. 


AUCHNITZ'S    English    Editions    of    German 

Authors,     Each  volume  cloth  flexible,  2s.  ;  or  sewed,  is.  6d. 
The  following  are  now  ready : — 

On  the  Heights.     By  B.  Auerbach.     3  vols. 
In  the  Year  '13.     By  Fritz  Reuter.     i  vol. 
Faust.    By  Goethe,     i  vol 
L'Arrabiata.     By  Paul  Heyse.     i  vol. 

The  Princess,  and  other  Tales.  By  Heinrich  Zschokke.  i  voL 
Lessing's  Nathan  the  Wise,  and  Emilia  Galotti. 
Hacklander's  Behind  the  Counter,  translated  by  Mary  Howitt. 

2  vols. 
Three  Tales.    By  W.  Hauff. 
Joachim  v.  Kamern  ;   Diary  of  a  Poor  Young  Lady.     By  M. 

Nathusius. 
Poems  by  Ferdinand  Freiligrath.    Edited  by  his  daughter. 
Gabriel.  From  the  German  of  Paul  Heyse.  By  Arthur  Milman. 
The  Dead  Lake,  and  other  Tales.    By  P.  Heyse. 
Through  Night  to  Light.     By  Gutzkow. 

Flower,    Fruit,   and  Thorn   Pieces.      By  Jean  Paul  Richtbr. 

2  vols. 
The  Princess  of  the  Moor.     By  Miss  Marlitt.    2  vols. 
An  Egyptian  Princess.     By  G.  Ebers.     2  vols. 
Ekkehard.     By  J.  V.  Scheffel.     2  vols. 

Barbarossa  arid  other  Tales.    By  Paul  Heyse.    From  the  German. 
By  L.  C.  S. 

Wilhelm  Meister's  Apprenticeship.     By  Goethe.     2  vols. 

Tauchnitz  (B.)   German  and  English  Dictionary,    Paper, 

ij,  ;  cloth,  IS.  td.  ;  roan,  2s. 

French  and  English.   Paper  is.  6d. ;  cloth,  2j.  ; 


oan,  2S.  6d. 

ItaUan  and  English.   Paper,  is.  6d. ;  cloth,  2s. ; 

roan,  JJ.  6d. 

Spanish  and  English.  Paper,  is.  6d. ;  cloth,  2s.; 

roan,  2s.  6d. 

New  Testament.     Cloth,  2s.  ;  gilt,  2s.  6d. 
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Tayler  (C.  B.)  Sacred  Records,  &c.,  in  Verse.    Fcap.  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  -zs.  6d. 

Taylor  (Bayard)  The  Byeways  of  Europe;  Visits  by  Unfre- 
quented Routes  to  Remarkable  Places.  By  Bayard  Taylor,  author 
of  "Views  Afoot."     2  vols,  post  8vo.     z6s. 

Travels  in  Greece  and  Russia.    Post  8vo.     ^s.  6d. 

Northern  Europe.     Post  8vo.     Cloth,  8j.  6d. 

Egypt  and  Iceland.     8^.  6d. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast.     Cro\\Ti  8vo.     loj-.  6d. 

A  Summer  in  Colorado.     Post  8vo.     7j.  6d. 

Joseph  and  his  Friend.    Post  8vo.     ioj.  6d. 

Views  Afoot.     Enamelled  boards,   is.  6d. ;  cloth,  2s. 

See  Low's  Copyright  Edition. 

Tennyson's  May  Queen;  choicely  Illustrated  from  designs  by 
the  Hon.  Mrs.  Boyle.     Crown  8vo.     See  Choice  Series.     5^. 

Thomson  (J.)  The  Straits  of  Malacca,  Indo-China,  and 

China  ;  or.  Ten  Years'  Travels,  Adventures,  and  Residence  Abroad. 
By  J.  Thomson,  F.R.G.S.  ,  Author  of  "Illustrations  of  China  and  its 
People."  Upwards  of  60  Woodcuts,  from  the  Author's  own  Photographs 
and  Sketches.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra.     21s. 

Thomson  (W.   M.)  The  Land  and  the  Book.   With  300 

Illustrations.     2  vols.     i/.  is. 

Timothy  Titcomb's  Letters  to  Young  People,  Single  and 
Married.     Cloth,  2s.     (See  also  Rose  Library.) 

Tinne    (J.    E.)    The    Wonderland    of    the    Antipodes  : 

Sketches  of  Travel  in  the  North  Island  of  New  Zealand.  Illustrated 
with  numerous  Photographs.     Demy  8vo.,  cloth  extra.     16s. 

Tischendorf  (Dr.)  The  New  Testament.     See  New  Testa- 
ment 
Tolhausen   (A.)   The    Technological   Dictionary   in   the 

French,  English,  and  German  Languages.  Containing  the  Technical 
Terms  used  in  the  Arts,  Manufactures,  and  Industrial  Affairs  generally. 
Revised  and  Augmented  by  M.  Louis  Tolhausen,  French  Consul  at 
Leipzig.     This  Work  \vill  be  completed  in  Three  Parts. 

The  First  Part,  containing  French-German-English,  crown  8vo.  2  vols, 
sewed,  Ss.  ;  i  vol.  half  roan,  gs. 

The  Second  Part,  containing  English-German-French,  crown  8vo. 
2  vols,  sewed,  8s.  ;  i  vol.  bound,  gs. 

The  Third  Part,  containing  German-English-French,  is  in  prepara- 
tion. 

Trollope  (A.)   Harry  Heathcote  of  Gangoil.     A  Story  of 

Bush  Life  in  Australia.  With  graphic  Illustrations.  In  i  vol.  Small 
post,  cloth  extra,  55. 

Tuckermann  (C.  K.)  The  Greeks  of  To-day.     Crown  8vo. 

cloth.     7s,  6d. 
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Twenty  Years  Ago.   (Forming  Volume  3  of  the  John  Halifax 
Series  of  Girls'  Books).     Small  post  8vo.     45. 

Twining  (Miss).     Illustrations  of  the  Natural  Orders  of 

Plants,  with  Groups  and  Descriptions.  By  Elizabeth  Twining. 
Reduced  from  ihe  folio  edition,  splendidly  illustrated  in  colours  from 
Mature.     2  vols.     Royal  8vo.     5/.  $5. 

Under    Seal    of    Confession.     By    Averil     Beaumont, 

Author  of  "  Thornicroft's  Model."    3  vols,  crown  8vo.,  cloth.     31J.  6d. 


ANDENHOFF'S   (George),  Clerical   Assistant. 

Fcap.     3J.  6d. 
Ladies'  Reader  (The).    Fcap.     5j. 

Varia  ;  Rare  Readings  from  Scarce  Books,  by  the  author  of 
"  The  Gentle  Life."  Reprinted  by  permission  from  the  "  Saturday  Re- 
view," "  Spectator,"  &c.     6s. 

Vaux  (Calvert).  Villas  and  Cottages,  a  new  edition,  with 
300  designs.     Svo.     15^. 

VERNE'S   (JULES)   WORKS. 

Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon.     New  Edition.     Numerous 

Illustrations,  printed  on  Toned  Paper,  and  uniformly  with  "  Around 
the  World,"  &c.     Square  crown  Svo.     7J.  6d. 

Meridiana  :  Adventures   of  Three    Englishmen  and 

Three  Russians  in  South  Africa.  Translated  from  the  French. 
With  Numerous  Illustrations.  Royal  i6mo.,  cloth  extra,  gilt 
edges.     75.  6d. 

The  Fur  Country.     Crown  Svo.     With  upwards    of  %o 

Illustrations.     Cloth  extra.     Jos.  6d. 

Twenty  Thousand  Leagues  Under  the  Sea.  Trans 
lated  and  Edited  by  the  Rev.  L.  P.  Mercier,  M.A.  With  113 
very  Graphic  Woodcuts.  Large  post  Svo.,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges. 
I  ay.  6d. 

Around  the  World  in  Eighty  Days.     Numerous  Illus- 
trations.    Square  crown  Svo.    7^.  6d. 
From  the  Earth  to  the  Moon,  and  a  Trip  Round  It. 

Numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo.,  cloth,  gilt  edges.  lor.  6d. 
New  Edition. 

A  Floating  City  and  the  Blockade  Runners.  Con- 
taining about  50  very  fine  Full-page  Illustrations.  Square  crown 
Svo.     Cloth,  gilt  edges,     js.  6d. 

Dr.  Ox's  Experiment ;  Master  Zacharius  ;  A  Drama 
in  the  Air  ;  A  Winter  Amid  the  Ice,  &c.  Numerous  full-page 
Illustrations.     Cloth,  gilt  edges,     js.  6d. 

Viardot  (L.)  Wonders  of  Italian  Art,  numerous  photo- 
graphic and  other  illustrations.     Demy  Svo.     12J.  6d. 
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Viardot  (L.)     Wonders  of  Painting,  numerous  photographs 

and  other  illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     12s.  6d, 

Wonders    of    Sculpture.       Numerous    Illustrations. 

Demy  8vo.     i2j.  6d. 

Vincent  (F.)  The  Land  of  the  White  Elephant :  Sights 
and  Scenes  in  South-Eastem  Asia.  With  Maps,  Plans,  and  Illustrations. 
8vo.  cloth  extra.     i8j. 


ALLER  (Rev.  C.  H.)  The  Names  on  the  Gates 

of  Pearl,  and  other  Studies.    By  the  Rev.  C.  H.  Waller, 
M.A.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.     6s. 

Warburton's    (Col.  Egerton)    Journey    across 

Australia.  An  Account  of  the  Exploring  Expedition  sent  out  by 
Messrs.  Elder  and  Hughes,  under  the  command  of  Colonel  Egerton 
Warburton  ;  giving  a  fuU  Account  of  his  Perilous  Journey  from  the 
centre  to  Roeboume,  Western  Australia.  With  Illustrations  and  a  Map. 
Edited,  with  an  Introductory  Chapter,  by  H.  W.  Bates,  Esq.,  of  the 
Royal  Geographical  Society.  [In  the  press. 

Warner  (C.  D.)  My  Summer  in  a  Garden.    Boards,  is.  6d.; 

cloth,  2S.     (Low's  Cop>T-ight  Series,) 

Back-log  Studies.     Boards  u.  6^.;  cloth  2J.     (LoVs 

Copyright  Series.) 

Webster  (Daniel)  Life  of,  by  Geo.  T.  Curtis.  2  vols.  Svo. 
Cloth.     36J. 

W^eppner  (M.)  The  Northern  Star  and  Southern  Cross. 

Being  the  Personal  Experiences,  Impressions,  and  Observations  of  Mar- 
garetha  Weppner,  in  a  Voyage  Round  the  World.  2  vols.  Cro'ft-n  Svo, 
cloth.     24s.  [In  the  press. 

Werner  (Carl),   Nile  Sketches,  Painted  from  Nature  during 
his  travels  through  Egypt.    Imperial  folio,  in  Cardboard  Wrapper.  3/.  -los. 
Three  Series,  each  ;^  3  los. 

Westropp  (H.  M.)  A  Manual  of  Precious  Stones  and 
Antique  Gems.  By  Hodder  M.  Westropp,  Author  of  "The 
Traveller's  Art  Companion,"    "  Pre-Historic  Phases,"  &c.      Numerous 

Illustrations.     Small  post  Svo,  cloth  extra,     ts. 

Wheaton  (Henry)  Elements  of  International  Law.    New 

edition.  [/«  the  press. 

When  George  the  Third  was  King.    2  vols,,  post  Svo.    2\s. 

Where  is  the  City  ?     i2mo.  cloth,     ds. 

White  (J.)  Sketches  from  America.     Svo.     \zs. 

White  (J.)  Te  Rou;  or,  The  Maori  at  Home.  Exhibiting 
the  Social  Life,  Manners,  Habits,  and  Customs  of  the  Maori  Race  in 
New  Zealand  prior  to  the  introduction  of  civilization  amongst  them. 
Crown  Svo.,  cloth  extra.     \os.  6d. 
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White  (R.  G.)  Memoirs  of  the  Life  of  William  Shake- 
speare.    Post  8vo.      Cloth.     lay.  6d. 

Whitney  (Mrs.  A.  D.  T.)     The  Gayworthys.     Small  post 

8vo.     3^.  6d. 

Faith  Gartney.    Small  post  8vo.    3^.  6d,   And  in  Low's 

Cheap  Series,  is.  6d.  and  zs. 

Hitherto.     Small  post  8vo.     t,s.  6d.  and  2s.  6d. 

Summer  in  Leslie  Goldthv^aite's  Life.    Small  post 

8vo.     3^.  6d. 

The  Other  Girls.    Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra.    3j.  6d. 

We   Girls.     Small  post  8vo.     3j.  6d.     Cheap  Edition. 


rs.  6d.  and  2S. 

Whyte  (J.  W.  H.)  A  Land  Journey  from  Asia  to  Europe. 

Crown  Svo.     iis. 

Wikoff  (H.)      The    Four    Civilizations    of    the   World. 

An  Historical  Retrospect.     Crown  Svo.,  cloth.     6^. 

Wills,  A  Few  Hints  on   Proving,  without   Professional 

Assistance.  By  a  Probate  Court  Official.  Fourth  Edition, 
revised  and  considerably  enlarged,  with  Forms  of  Wills,  Residuary 
Accounts,  &c.     Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth  limp.     is. 

Winter  at  the  Italian  Lakes.  With  Frontispiece  View  of 
Lake  Como.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra,     ^s.  6d. 

Woman's  (A)  Faith.  A  Novel.  By  the  Author  of  "  Ethel." 
3  vols.    Post  8vo.     3i.y.  6d. 

Wonders  of  Sculpture.     See  Viardot. 

Worcester's  (Dr.),  New  and  Greatly  Enlarged  Dictionary 
of  the  English  Language.  Adapted  for  Library  or  College  Refer- 
ence, comprising  40,000  Words  more  than  Johnson's  Dictionary.  410. 
cloth,  1,834  pp.     Price  31J.  6d.  well  bound  ;  ditto,  half  mor.  2/.  2s. 

"  The  volumes  before  us  show  a  vast  amount  of  diligence  ;  but  with 
Webster  it  is  diligence  in  combination  with  fancifulness,  —with  Wor- 
cester in  combination  with  good  sense  and  judgment.  Worcester's  is  the 
soberer  and  safer  book,  and  may  be  pronounced  the  best  existing  English 
Lexicon. "  —A  thetuenm. 

Words  of  Wellington,  Maxims  and  Opinions,  Sentences 
and  Reflections  of  the  Great  Duke,  gathered  from  his  Despatches, 
Letters,  and  Speeches  (Bayard  Series),     -zs.  6d. 

Young  (L.)  Acts  of  Gallantry;  giving  a  detail  of  every  act 
for  which  the  Silver  Medal  of  the  Royal  Humane  Society  has  been 
granted  during  the  last  Forty-one  years.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth,     js.  6d. 


CHISWICK  PRES.S  :-   PRINTED  BY  WHITTINGHAM  AND  WILKINS, 
TOOKS  COURT,  CHANCERY  LANE. 


m 


■>>«,,;;«-> 


•y: 


•:♦.>;♦: 


